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PREFACE. 

The  extreme  favor  with  which  tlie  "Silver  Bong"  has  been  received  by  the  Christiuii  Piil:)lic,  has  in- 
duced the  author  and  publisher  to  use  still  greater  exertions  to  make  this  in  all  respects  a  model  Sunday 
School  Book.  "We  therefore  present  the  Silver  Song  revised,  among  the  new  pieces  of  which,  will  be 
found  "The  Eden  Above,"  ''I  Love  to  tell  the  Story,"  "By  and  By,"  "Marching  with  Banner  and 
Song,"  "Light  shall  greet  thee  By  and  By,"  "Thank  God  for  the  Bible,"  &c.  These  it  is  earnestly  be- 
lieved will  prove  general  favorites  at  once. 

The  work  contains  176  pages  of  just  such  pieces  as  the  Sunday  School  workers  demand.  These  are 
divided  into  three  departments,  viz  : — "Songs  for  "General  Clas^"  Songs  for  "Infant  Class,"  and  Songs 
and  Choruses  for  the  Sunday  School  and  Home  Circle.  With  this  arrangement  the  chorister  can  easily 
turn  to,  the  character  of  the  piece  he  ^lesires. 

The  words  are  a  choice  feature  imk  Sabbath  Sch®ol  work,  an(Lth^  author  has  used  only  such  as  breathe 
a  spirit  of  true  devotion.  These*h^e  be^n  wedded  to  fresh  and  beautiful  mdodies,  harmonized  in  a  plain 
but  careful  manner 

The  book  is  not  the  result  of  a  half  year's  stud/,  but  of  a  life  time  demted  to  the  best  interests  of  the  Sunday 
School,  and  the  author  has  labored  tflfive  it  the  impress  of  a  soul  overflowing  with  love  for  the  cause  to 
which  it  is  devoted. 

At  the  feet  of  the  children  would  wPtay  this  gift,  pi'aying  that  it  may  be  as  a  "lamp  and  a  guide  unto 
their  feet,"  e'en  through  the  "Golden  Gate,"  where  they  shall  "Behold  the  Lamb,"  and  hear  the  "Loved 
ones  gone  before"  "Singing 'round  the  Throne"  in  that  "Glorious  Kingdom." 

^  To  THE  CoNTEiBUTORs. — The  author  fccls  under  no  less  obligations  to  those  who  assisted  him  in  the 
preparation  of  this  work,  and  wotdd  here  express  his  thanks  to  the  public  for  the  very  liivorable  recep- 
tion of  the  same,  and  to  the  contributors  to  the  revised  Silver  Song,  for  their  beautiful  compositions. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  A.   D.,  1871,  by  W.    W.  Whitney,  hi  the  office  of  the  Librarian 

of  Congress  at  Washington. 


Tlie  Sil'raF  Somi 


THE    LORD'S    PRAYER.     (Chant,) 


W.  A.  OGDBN. 
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Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed he    shy  name; 

AJLTO. 
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Give  us  this  day  our , dai  -  ly    bread, 

SOPBANO. 
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And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  hut  deliver us    from  evil 
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Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will  he  done  on 


I  earth..as  it     is        in     |    heav'n; 


^^P^ 
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And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive 


those  who  trespass  a  -  |    gainst  us: 


^IS 
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is: 
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For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the     .      |  glory,    for  -  ever    and    I       ever.       ||     A  -    |  men 
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>JOTE.— This  Is  to  be  cbantPfl  every  Sabbath  morning,  at  opening  of  acbool. 


Words  by  Mrs.  H.  E.  BROWN. 
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GENERAL    CLASS    SONGS. 

WE    ARE     COMING 


Music  by  W.  A   OGDEN. 


^J^gaJiJ:^JEpi##-i  J:Mttftf 


tafe 


H^ 


V.  We     are  coming,     we     are     coming.      Blessed     Je  -  sus,  at  tliy      call;   In 
.1^     J'     K     ^^       K       fe       S       fe       S       fe 


dewy    time   of   morning.  Ere  the 
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dark  -  'ning     shad  -  ows    fall.      We     are    com  -  lug,     blessed     Sav  -  iour.  With  our     willing    hearts 


true.  Out      of 
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CHORUS. 
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ev-'ry    tribe    and     na  -  tion.    Out     of      ev  -  'ry    clime  and    hue.    We     are     com 

We     are     com  ■ 


lug,  we      are 

Ing,  we      are    com  -  Ing,     Blessed 


OBNBRAL    CLASS    SONOS. 

"We    are   Coming,"    Concluded. 
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fTT^r^ 


com  -       -  -       Ing,        Blessed     Je  -  -  bus,        at      thy     call; In      the 

Je    -    8U3,   at         thy    call;      We     are    com  -  ing,    we      are    com  -  ing,  Blea  -  sed     Je  -  sus,      at     thy      call;  We     are 
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dew    -       -         -         y       time  of  mom     -       -        Inp:,  Ere  the.    dark     -      -    -    'ning      shadows  fall, 

coming,  we    are  com  -  ing,  In    the  dewy    time  of  mornla;;,  We  are  coming,  we  are  coming,  Ers  the  dark'nlng  shadows  fu'l. 


2,  We  are  kneeling,  we  are  kneellnj?. 

Here  together  at  tliy  feet. 
Cheerful  vowa  of  service  sealing. 

Strength  to  keep  them  we  entreat. 
Little  pilgrims  are  we,  starting 

On  a  rough  and  dangerous  way; 
Grace  In  all  our  need  imparting, 

Hold  us,  .lesus,  here  we  pray.    Oho. 

3.  We  are  singing,  we  are  singing 

Songs  of  gladness  as  we  pass; 
For  thy  love,  in  us  distilling 

Like  the  showers  upon  the  grass ; 
For  the  home  in  heaven  preparing 

To  receive  our  weary  feet; 
For  thy  smiles,  our  pathway  cheering. 

Songs  of  praises  we  repeat.    Cho. 


4.  We  are  running,  we  are  running, 

Dearest  Saviour,  after  thee; 
Show  to  us  the  way  thou'rt  going; 

All  thy  footprints  make  us  see. 
We  are  very  weak  and  sinful. 

Easily  enticed  astray; 
Satan  watchea  for  our  halting; 

Keep,  oh,  keep  us  in  the  way.    Cho. 

6.  We  are  coming,  we  are  coming. 

Speeding  onward  to  thy  throne. 
Where  in  majesty  thou'rt  waiting,— 

Waiting  to  receive  thine  own. 
Out  of  every  tribe  and  nation, 

We  are  gathering  at  thy  call, 
"For  thy  .glorious  coronation, 

Jesus.  Saviour,  Lord  of  aU.    CUO, 


OElfERAL    CLASS  SOjroa. 


THE    BETTER   WAY, 


Andante. 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 
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1.  There's  a      bet  -  ter    way    of        go  -  ing,  There' 
-^ ft ft 


a     light  -  er    load      to  bear.  Than  the    heavy,       grievous        burden 
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CHORUS 


M     man  -  y     of       us    wear.  Cast  your 

Cast  your  care 


care    on     Je 


sus, 


Cast 


your     care  on 
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on      Je  -  sus,  Cast  your  care     on       Je  -  sus,  Cast  your  care  oa  Jesus, 


M^ 
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sus;  Cast  your 

your  care    on      Je  -  bus,  Cast  your  care    on 
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Je 

Cast 


l^        t        1/        '^ 
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care  on  Je  -  -  -  sus.  He  will  your  burden  bear. 
Je  -  sus.  Cast  your  care  on  Him,  He  will  your  burden  bear. 
^        (t  ,  ^ (fi ft it ft ft. 
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There's  a  voice  forever  sounding  •* 

In  the  vfeary  pilgrim's  ear; 
Voice  of  tenderest  compassion, 

TTraBainji  sv^eetest  words  of  cheer.    Cho< 


3.  "Cast  on  me  your  lieavy  burdens, 
Cast  on  me  your  loads  of  care ; 
I  invite  you,  I  entreat  you— 
All  vour  burdens  1  vs^ill  bear.**    Cho. 


GENERAL    CLASS   SON&S 


'ROUND   THE   THRONE   OF   GLORY. 
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'oderaio. 


W.  A 


Music  Oy 
OGDEN. 
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1.  'Bound  the  throne  of     glo  -  ry. 
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Happy  children    throng; 
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A.nd       redemption's  sto  -  ly.  Wake  the  harp  and    soniT' 
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On  the      verdant     mountain.  By     the    shin  -  ing    stream; 
^L_^ f f-T-^    ^*,    ^ ^ P ^-r-jg^-f- 


Oh  I  the    Uv  -  ing   fountain  I    Je  -  bus    is  their   theme. 
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^]ytt^]|rf^#fl^im 


CHORUS. 
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Children,    hap  -  py       children!    By  the    crys  -  tal    stream; 


i^i=i^^ 
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Singing   with  the      angels;      Jesus 
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is  their  theme. 
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2.  RoDes  of  snowy  wliiteness, 

Beautiful  and  rare ; 
Crowns  o:^  radiant  brightness, 

Such  those  children  wear. 
Safe  from  death,  bereavement. 

Sorrow,  and  the  grave,      , 
Safe  from  sin's  enslavement, 

Victory's  pAhaa  they  wa-v^.. 


3.  Now  the  skillful  fingers 

Sweep  the  golden  lyre ;   • 
Not  a  harper  lingers 

In  that  ransomed  choir ; 
V^oices  sweetly  blending 

With  the  txineful  string, 
To  the  throne  ascending, 

pyaiao  the  heavenly  Kmif. 


4.  Children  now  sojoujmtng 

In  a  world  of  sin, 
B^om  your  follies  turning, 

•Strive  to  enter  in. 
Let  your  young  affections 

'Round  your  Saviour  twine, 
-4Jid  'mid  heaven's  attractloni. 

Ye  shall  sing  and  shine. 


^  aENERAJ.     <-La8s    SONii;'^. 

WordsbyW.O.  GUSHING         CHILDREN'S       RALLYING       SONG.        Maslc  by  GEO.  B. 
Words  and  Music  from  "  Little  Sower,"  by  peruitssion. 
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rlie    Lord;    Ral      -     ly 
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otn       the    hap   -    py    band.  Who    are      tuarcbing    home       to    j<reet     each      0th   -    er       In         the        shin  -  Ing    land. 


m^mmmmm^mmmm^^mm 


CHORUS. 


GENERAL    GLASS    SONGS. 

Children's   Rallying  Song.      Concluded, 


Ral-ly!     children,  ral~ly!join  the  hap  -  py    band.    Marching  homp    to  greet  eacb    oth  -  er       in      the    shining      land; 


V   r,   ?  r  ttp 
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Ral  -  ly  I  children,      ral-ly!  join     the  hap  -  py  band,    Marchinj?  home     to    jifreet  each    oth  -  er     In      the     shining  land. 


2  Children,  rally!  rally  1  rally! 

For  we  want  you  all  to  come ; 
This  is  why  the  Saviour  told  us. 

In  his  kingdom  there  was  room  ; 
For  he  wants  you  all  to  meet  him. 

He  will  guide  you  with  his  han^, 
And  will  bring  you  safely  through  the 

Dangers,  to  the  shining  land. 
Rally,  children,  rally,  etc. 

3  Children,  rally !  rally !  rally ! 

To  th  e  standard  of  the  Lord , 
For  the  world  is  full  of  evil  things, 

To  tempt  you  from  the  road ; 
Coiae  and  own  your  Lord  and  SatIoci;, 


Come  and  choose  him  for  your  King; 
Come  and  seek  tbe  way  to  giory, 
Where  the  holy  aiigels  sing. 
Rally!  chi]dr«ii,  rally,  etc. 


4  Children,  rally !  rally !  rally ! 
O,  we  want  you  all  to  come  I 
Tell  the  poor,  and  sad,  and  lonely, 
That  there  stiJ  I  is  room,  is  room : 
.  For  the  shining  hand.s  are  waiting 
To  enroll  your  name  with  theirs, 
And  the  faithful  ones  that  love  you, 
Offer  up  unceasing  prayers. 
SUlly!  children,  rally,  etc. 
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0BNBBAL   CLASS   SOKOS. 

GLORIOUS    KINGDOM. 


W.  A.  OGDBN. 
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1.  There 

2.  O 

3.  O 

4.  The 

6.  Come. 


is           a  glo  -  rious  kingdom, 

in       that  glo  -  rious  kingdom, 

in       tliat  glo  -  rious  kingdom, 

chii  -  dren  of       that  kingdom, 

all       who  love      that  kingdom. 


A        kingdom     bright     and   fair;       And  ma    -  ny  ^      lit    -  tie 

Is     built       a      throne      of   gold.          Its  or    -  na  -    menta  are 

And    on       that  throne      of  gold,      There  reigns  the      bless  -  ed 

A  -  round  that       glo  -  rious  throne.  Have  palms  and  crowns  of 

That     kingdom     bright     and   fair.     Come.  give  your   hearts  fo 


fi fl^fL,v    fi. 


CHORUS. 
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Are  with 
And  rich 
Those  cliil 
And  harps 
And      dwell 


3= 


^=fL±=f 


hil     -     dren 


els, 
sus, 

sus. 


dren 


I 

good       King     there. 

all  un      -    told. 

are  his         own. 

sweet    -    est        tone. 

ev     -     er         there. 
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Yes. 
And 
They're 
All 
We'll 


chil    -     dren, 


chil 

sing  ■ 
praise 
praise 


dren-, 
ing, 
him, 
him, 


chil 

chil 

sing 

praise 

uraise 


dren 
dren 


him, 
him. 


are 

aie 

rliere, 

there, 

there. 
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rious  king    -    dom!      That    king  -    dom,    king  -    dom. 
A.  JL       JL  A.      JfS. 


Id  time  pp. 
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bright      and 
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GENERAL  OLABS  80NG8. 

THE  UNSEEN  LAND. 
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Words  by  ALBHBTINE. 

Andante. 


Music  bv  J.  O.  MURRAY. 


1.  There  is  a  land  the  eye  hath  not  seen,  And  mof  -  tal  hath  nev  -  er  trod,  Wliere  beau-ti  -  ful  be-iugs  who 
'1.  The  saints  ar  -  rayed  in  robes  of  white,  Aro  sing  -  ing  the  glad  new  song  ;  And  riv-ers  of  love  and 
.'5.   Our   sails    aro     set       for  that  heavenly  land,  The    boat  -  man   will  row  .  us      o'er;     And  soon  will  our  bark  touch  the 


|S     ,S     |S     fs 


wMi^mmmmmmwmm^^M 
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e^y^zi 
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Chorus,    ff 
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ne'er  knew  sin,  Are  chant-ing  the  praise  of  God. 
glad  de  -  light  In  -  vite  the  an  -  gel  -  io  throu; 
gold    -    en  strand,    On  the  oth  -  er      and     bet    -    ter     shore 


^A-^ 


Oh,  that   land,    that    beau 

Oh,  that   land,  etc. 

Oh,  that   land,  etc. 
-^                 ^         ^      .^  ^ 
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ti  -  ful   land  !   Where 
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dwell  -  eth 
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in    light   the 
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gel  band ;  There  is     no  night,  but  end  -  less  day.    For    sor-row   is    wiped    a 


ps^ 
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&BMShAL   CLASS  SOM&S. 

WHO'LL    ^E    FOR   JESUS? 


:^:itd: 


Arranged  and  partly 
composed  by  W.  A.  O. 


a=s 


-i—^^-d- 


iz=i-tz: 


1.  Onward,  press  onward    the  great  com -mand,    Who'll  be  the  first     to 

2.  Onward,  still   onward  our    way     pur  -  sue.       Working  with  zeal     and 

3.  Onward,  press  onward,  the   prize     is       sure.  If     we    un  -  to       the 


#.  4^ 


^       i 


join  our  band  ?  Who  from  the  snares  of  the 
courage  too ;  Bear-ing  with  patience  the 
end     en  -  dure ;     Je  -  bus  has  promised    a 


^— y- 


v_^- 
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t=t=t: 
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-jizz^uizzt: 
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-» — »—- 4- 

-K H-— !-♦ 


CHORUS. 


^m^m^^s^mm^^^^ 


world   will    i5y,    And    prove      the     Joys   that   will    nev  -  er     die?    Who'll  be 

ills      we   meet,  "lis     grief      that  makes      our        joys  more  sweet, 
crown    of        life.  If  we       con  -  quer  in     the     strife. 


for    Je  -  sua?  Who'll  be     for    Je  -  sua? 


A-i:^ 


r^^T^i^. 
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Who  will  the  Saviour's   ban-i>er  bear?  Who'll  be  for  Je-sus?   Wlio'U  be  for   Je-sus?   Who  will  the  Sa-viour's  banner  bear? 


J^-M 


QBNBRAL    €f,AS»   S(mGS. 

THE   BRIGHT    FOREVERMORE. 
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W.  M..  \n3tDE,N. 


— « -4 -h*- 


1.  There  !« 

U.  There  Is 

3.  l^aere  Is 

'k.  We  long 


land,       &  sun    -    ny      land,  Whose  skies    are      ev  -  er    bright,  Where  eyening    abadows 

clime.       a  peace  -  ful    clime,     Be  -  yond   iife/'a  nar  -  row    sea,  >Vhere    every    storm     1b 

home,      &  glo  -   rious  home,      A         heavenly    man-sioE    fair;  And    those  we  loved     so 

leave    Uiese  fa   -   ding  scenes,    That    glide     so      qnickly       by;  And     join    the    ahi-nlnj 


if^E 


i 


► — *~ 


±=t 


nev  -  er       fall,    The 


Sa  -  viour     is       its    light. 
{         hushed  to      rest.  There      let     our       treasure     be. 
j  fond  -  ly      here,    Will       bid      us         welcome  there. 

j  host      a  -  bove.  Where  joy      can      aev  -  er      die. 

■0-     -i^-       rs\     '4h  ■#-       _ 
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we    meek  -  ly      bear, 


Then      ~ 


m 


i^iEJ 
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If      the    cross 


meek   ly    bear. 


we  shall  wear  When  we         dwell  among  the     fair 

f     g    t^         f-   -^   f- 


iiiiiii*! 


In  the  bright     for 


We     a    ffol4  -  cm.    orowa  ahall  wear, 


When  we  dwell 


mong  the  fair.  In  the  bright     tior  -  ev  -  er 
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Words  by  A.  A.  W 
Modereito. 


GBWBRAL  CLASS  SONGS. 

"A   KISS   FOR   A   BLOWt" 


W.  A,  O. 


What  makee  little  children  so   happy  and  good,    And  banishes  tempers  both  naughty  and  rude  ?  It 

N     S     N     N     N  S    >     N     N    N    N 


the  sweet  maxim  we 


S^S^ 


mm^^mi 


CHORUS. 
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•-N-A 


very  well  know,  Of  always     returning;"A  Kiss  for  a  Blow  !  "  "A  Kiss    .       .     for  a     JtJiowi"    .    .    "A   Jiiss    .       .    lor 

"A  Kiss  for  a  Blow  I"  "A  Kiss  for  a  Blowl"  "We'll  ever  return 


1     Blow  I"    .    .    "A   Kiss    .        .    for      a 


3i 


►*  i/  f 


-j^ 


Jr=* 


1=3: 


is: 


=3=3: 


I 


Pfci: 


Blow  I"    .      .  Through  the  journey   of   life,    as     onward   we  go.    We'll    ev-er    return  them  "A    Eiss     for      a    Blow!" 
Kiss  for  a  Blowl" 

^--^-^"^       ^     ^        ^     ^     ^     ^        -       ■#-■#-•#■■#•■#•       ^    -^   -^   -^  •»- 


sit-:t=t=t 


.fL^^ 


m — m—i-- 


-h      I  r    I  . — ^ h- 


s 


i 


v^^=U— >M= 


V_^_;/ 


y   w   F—^- 


?   ? 


i^    '^    ^ 


-\^—i/- 


.jii_^__^_p_ 


•    i/     / 


2  In  each  stage  of  life,  e'en  from  infaacy's  years, 
To  manhood's  last  step  in  this  valley  of  tears, 
There's  naught  which  can  yield  us  such  pleasure  below, 
A3  always  returning  "  A  Kiss  for  a  Blow!  "    CHO. 

?  Though  men  should  coudemn  us,  and  call  us  but  fools. 
Yet  still  we  must  love  them,  and  pray  for  their  souls : 


Through  this  journey  of  life,  as  we  patiently  go, 
We  ever  will  render  '«'  A  Kiss  for  a  Blow !  "    Cho. 

4  Should  any  assail  us  in  deed  or  In  word, 
O  then  let  us  act  like  our  meek,  patient  Lord? 
Who  e'en  in  the  depths  of  the  bitterest  woe, 
Returned  in  his  anguish  "A  Kiss  for  a  Blow ! "    Cuo 


GENERAij   LILASB  SONGH. 
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DON'T  YOU    HEAR   THE   ANGELS   SING? 


A.  N.  JOHNSON. 


SOIiO. 


CHO. 


SOLO. 


FH- 


S 


t=^^=W- 


gs 


=F=f^T- 


1=1: 


-r~^ 


-•-. — S—0, 


75*- 


1.    Don't  you  hear    the      an  -  gels    sing, 


Pi^ 


By     the    shining    riv   -   er? 


Li -lies  white,  and     ro  -  ses    bring; 


^S 


t—^ 


CHORUS. 


I^g 


i 


# 


These       are    ours      for    -    ev 


I 
er. 


These      are      in        the       bet   -    ter       land,    Where    with    rap  -  ture 


=^^ 


:^ 


:t=: 


z}szzf:=^::^zi^z=,s=i=:^ 


fcit?: 


?£i3^ 


^ 


^: 


^ 


s=;=s=t^ 


r       ?     r       r 

we      shall     stand,  Crowned  with  flowers,  Im 
_^ ,C ^ 


mor   -  tal,     rare!       These     are    oura       for    -    ev     -     er. 


e 


m 


P-  c  P  r  I  ^  ^  I- 


s 


-©»- 


2  Don't  you  hear  the  waters  flow, 

In  the  shining  river? 
E'er  abundant,  crystal,  clear; 

These  are  ours  forever. 
Softly  past  the  verdant  shore 

Glides  the  billows  evermore, 
Shore  and  crystal  wave  we  view! 
'These  are  ours  forever. 


3  Don't  you  hear  the  heavenly  song) 

By  the  shining  river? 
Song,  and  harp,  and  golden  string  j..^ 

These  are  ours  forever. 
O,  the  fragrant  happy  land, 

Where  with  rapture  we  shall  stand. 
Flowers,  and  stream,  and  crown  and'bi»ir|»? 
These  are  ours  forever. 


GFKKRAJ     CLASS    SONGS. 
OOM  ETI  Mw       ILL      OHINCI.       words  and  musk  by  W.  T.  GIFFE 


Moderato.  '  1st  time.  \  2d  time. 

Jh^x^    H --J— Fj — £ — ^ — ^ — <»— *-^ — I- — --• — -! — '-'-~J  -f--* — * — *-  -«— ^ — « — ?5ni-Tr-« — ■■ — I — ^  f 

■W±:  i^J«'i'f:|-Oz:2~*=l;±|=|J::J 


^^'"■^  ■      ■     ~  -_^  _       -*-        1^ 

!.\      I     liiii     looking  lo-night  at  rhe  stars  so    l)ri;>ht.  And  1        fan -cy    I'd  like    to    be  there; 
)  Tlit'Y  ^ive  l!;ilitinj(  the  sky     in  tlieiror-hits so  iujih.  And  they're     [Omit.]  sending  their  light  down     here 


■0-    -0-    -0-    ■»-    -^ 


ii^B^j^^^^gl^l^gpa 


:p=»; 


V--i^- 


:E5=f: 


lii 


-)<!— ^ 


^       '> 


'I'hose  beautiful  orbs  tliat  are  shiuingsoliigh.  Are  lighting  tiie  world  as  It's  passing  by,  And  tliey're  sending  their  light  so  })right  and  tnie 


:f=i^ 


CHORUS 


|lil|^iiii?^l^liP:^S-^^^^l 


--«— *-^--#-  ^  -r  ,,  ,. 

Thai  methiiika  sometime      I    may    shine  there,  too.     Some-tim 

-    '    -     -     -  f__^ 


V\]       shine, 


Some-  tinje 


rii 


■Siiiiig^l?ii?lf^lf#liiii^ 


>    t* 


Some- time  I'll  shine,  Som^   -    time    r 


le,  some-  tiiuc-     I'll  shine.  Some- 


GKNERAI,   CLASS  SONGS. 

''  Sometime    I'll    Shine ''    Concluded. 
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21 


mm 


J- 


-# 0- 


m 


sMne, 


Some  -  time 


I'll     shine, 
Jt.       ^ 


Sometime        I       may  shine  there,    too. 


I 


f=E§-^ 


*: 


■-it- 


f — r- 


time  I'll  shine,  Some  -time     I'll    shine,  Some- time   I'll    shine,  Some  -    time 


m.av    shine  there,  too. 


2  The  earth  robed  in  green  hath  their  heauty  seen, 
And  responds  to  the  call  of  seers ; 
While  old  Time  in  his  flight,  is  telling  to-night, 
The  story  of  old,  old  years ; 


How  the  gJory  of  God  was  revealed  on  earth 
By  the  stars  that  were  shining  at  Jesus'  bii'th, 
And  those  orbits  of  light  in  heaven's  own  blue 
Are  saying  to  me  T  may  shine  there,  too. — Cho. 


PRAYER.     7s. 


Slcno. 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


■^  i 

1.  Blessed  Jesus,  meek  and  mild,  Stoop  to  hear  a  little   child; 


At  thy  feet    I  come  to  pr*f ;  Saviour,  cast  me    not    away. 


m^ 


j-i^i 


MT i H*-j 


T-^r-jz 


J.  J  ^^ 


^=^ 


i 


HtlJt 


2  Take  away  my  load  of  sin, 
Make  me  clean  and  pure  within ; 
Teach  me  all  I  need  to  know. 

Be  my  shepherd  here  below. 

3  lit  my  childhood  may  i  be 
Gentle,  meek  and  pure,  like  thee; 


Help  me  every  sin  to  leave, 
Lest  thy  loving  heart  I  grieve. 

4  Tender  Jestis,  thou  didst  call 
To  thine  arms  the  children  small; 
Lo !  I  come,  and  humbly  pray, 
Sa^'lour,  cast  me  not  away,         • 
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GENERAL   CLASS   SONGS. 

HILLS   OF   HEAVEN 


Earnestly. 


Prom  "Song  G^arland,*^ 
J.  WM.  SUFFERN. 


^=?=^ 


t 


m^ 


i^i^^^^^-g^-^^^^i^^ 


^-t-#-i — 0 0 al- 


I  I,    There  are    hills       be  -  vond    the      val-ley,    WTiere  the    rlv    -    er       gli  -  deth    by,      Where  the      E    -    den  flowers  are 


|i!S^ 


-» » 0- 


^^^=EE^^^ 


.-^     t/ 


e-4 


-i! — 4- 


:5=t 


blooming      Un  -  der-neath    a     cloud-less     sky;    There  the   state -ly    palms  are    Bway-ing,     In      the     sort    and    balm-y 


^' 


S=5q=fi=?=:^=^ 


t=} 


i/ — ^- 


■V — ^- 


i 


=F=F5-- 


5?     ?     ? 


-•— *-"F^: 


V i^-J~' 


I 


CHORUS. 


^^^s^m^^mm^^ 


r.    mm     Tim       ^  'j 

I        breeze,  Birds  of      Par  -  a  -  dlse     are    sing  -  ing,  From  the     ev  -  er      ver  -  dant    trees.      On     the    hills,     a  -  cross    the 

y.     -0-       -0-       ■0-       -0- 


&WNERAL   CLASS  S0If&8. 

'  Hills  of  Heaven/'  Concluded- 
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rit 


rlv 


er.  There  the  wea 


ry  hearts  find  rest, 


In     a      Saviour's  love  for  -  ev  -  er,     On   his    kind    and 


-^ 


faith-ful    breast. 
#•      -^      ^ 


=P^ 


■V— 1^ 


ff=?: 


1=t2=1/ 


2.  On  those  hills  beyond  the  river, 

Is  our  heavenly  Father's  throne ; 
And  the  brightness  of  that  city, 

Mortal  eye  hath  never  known. 
Oh!  its  gates  are  shining  brightly 

In  the  never-fading  day, 
For  the  sunshine  is  eternal. 

And  can  never  pass  away. 


Slow. 


3,  Angels  walk  the  golden  pathway, 

In  their  flowing  robes  of  white. 
And  their  crowns  are  gleaming  brighter 

Than  the  stars  we  see  at  night. 
Oh  I  the  songs  that  they  are  singing, 

As  they  bow  before  the  King, 
Wliile  they  strike  their  silver  harp-strings, 

'Till  the  sweet,  glad  echoes  ring. 

CLARK'S   GROVE.     C.  M 


'-^ 


4.  While  we  walk  along  the  valley. 

We  may  sometimes  gain  a  view 
Of  the  hills  beyond  the  river. 

Underneath  the  arching  blue; 
If  our  footsteps  uever  falter 

In  the  path  that  sliould  be  trod. 
We  may  one  day  claim  a  dwelling 

In  the  city  of  our  God. 


W.  A.  O. 


Lay  down       your 
I    found  in 


wea 
him 


ry 

St 


liead 
rest 


lay  down  Up  -  on 

ing-place,       And    he 


your 
has 


f=c= 


r^ 


Sav  -  iour's  breast, 
made       me   glad, 

zzgzzzzni: 
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Moderato. 


f£ 


&ENERAL   CLASS  80NQS, 

JERUSALEM,   THE   GOLDEN 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


1.  Je-ru     -     sa    -    lem,       the  gold  ~  en!         I      languisli      for     one    gleam  Of     all       the     glo    ■   ry 

2.  Je-ni     -     sa    -    lem,       the  gold  -  en!    Where  sun    sets     In      the    west.  It  seems   the     gate     of 

3.  Je-ru     -     sa    -   lem,       the  gold  -  en!     There  all    our     birds  that    flew,  Our  flowers  but  half   un- 

4t *— ^-* ■   r- — -^  -Ji__a « c m. 


t=t 


:ti 


te=ff± 


I  fold  -    en       In    dls  -  tance  and    in    dream, 

glo   -  ry,      The    ci  -   ty        of     the    blest, 
fold  -   en,    Our  pearls  that  turned  to    dew ; 


My  tho'ts,  like  palms  in  exile,  Climb  up  to  look  and 
And  midnight's  starry  torches,  Thro'  in  -  ter  -  mediate 
And     all    the  glad  life    mu  -  sio    Now  heard  no   longer 


9^fe 


^ 


r=r=^- 


^^m^ 


?3^^ 


:i?=f: 


f=^ 


-f—r—f- 


=F=5=f==f 


pray       For  sight  of 

gloom,    Are  wav      -     ing 
ere,       Shall  come        a 


i-SE-=^ffe# 


that 
with 
gain 


dear  coun     -     try 

their  wel      -    come 

to   greet  us, 


That  now 
To    thy 

As    we 


is 

e 

are 


far 
ter 
draw 


a  -    way. 
nal    home, 
ing    near. 


J ^S:- 


t 


£^Efe 


OENERJJ.    CLASS    HOJftfX. 

"Jerusalem,    the    Golden,"    Concluded, 
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-J ^^^ 


i 


4 


i 


i 


ii^ 


s^^ 


^^ 


i 


Je  -  ru     -    sa    -     lem,     the    gold  -  en,       Methinks    eacli    flower  that    blows,     And    ev  -    'ry      bird      a 
Je  -  ni     -    sa    -     lem,      the    gold  -  en,    Where  loft    -    i     -     ly       they  sing  O'er  pain  and      sor  -   row 

Je  -  m     -    sa    -     lem,      the    gold  -  en,        I     toil        on         day      bv     day ;        Heartsore   each  night  with 


^^^ 


^h^;— ^#=tz=C=feg 


':J-J: 


^i^ 


P^ 


S:^ 


^ 


^^i^^^^^^ 


fea 


sing  -    Ing,        Of   the 

old  -    en,        For  -  ev    -    er 

long    -  ing,      I    stretch  my 


tri 
hahds 


cret  knows, 
umphing. 
and   pray 


I    know      not       what     the  flow   -   ers        Can 
How  glo    -     ri    -     ous       thy   por   -  tals!         A 
That,  midst    my    leaves       of   heal   -   ing,         I 


^?= 


icri 


St 


W 


^ 


I 


wm 


feel,      or     sing  -  ers      see, 

pearl      is        ev  '-   ry     door; 

soon    may   find     my    rest 


Bxxt  all  these  sum  -  rner  rap  -  tures  Are  proph  -  e  -  cies 
The  man  -  sion  is  immor  -  tal,  God's  pal  -  ace  for 
In  Crod's  own    gold  -  en      ci    -    ty,     The  man  -  sion     of 

N         I  ^    _       _ 

^ ? ^ 


SSi 


of  thee, 
his  poor, 
the     blest. 


:^ 


m 


22  qeneraij  vlass  songs. 

^'t:iS^?£T^"    EVERGREEN    MOUNTAINS   OF   LIFE. 


by  permission. 


J.  WM.  SUFF5JRN. 


'mm 


S    S  h 


^^ 


F^=^ 


^m 


i 


1.  There's  a  land  far  away,  'mid  the  stars,we  are  told,Wiiere  they  know  not  the  sorrows  of  time  ;Where  the  pure  waters  wander  thio' 


PS 


^afe^^^^^^^ 


•im 


trrrwr^ 


fes 


y 


va]  -  leys    of    gold,  And  life   is     a  pleasure      sublime.      Tis  the  land    of  our  God,  'tis  the  home  of  the  eoul,  Where  the 


^siaB 


-z  g  g- 


ii|^ 


ages  of  splendor  e  -  ternally  roll.  There  the  way-weary  traveller  reaches  his  goal,  On  the  evergreen  mountains  of  life. 


ipsg 


'^j  ^ 

y^      ^ 


i.  Our  grace  cannot  soar  to  that  beautlfal  land, 

But  our  visions  have  told  of  its  bliss; 
A^nd  our  souls  by  the  gale  from  its  garden  are  fanned, 

When  vre  faint  in  the  desert  of  this. 
And  we  sometimes  have  longed  for  that  holy  repose, 

When  our  spirits  w^ere  torn  by  temptations  and  woes ; 
And  we've  drank  from  the  tide  of  the  river  that  flows 

From  the  evergreen  moimtalns  of  life. 


3.  Oh,  the  stars  never  tread  the  blue  heaven  at  night, 

But  we  think  where  the  ransomed  have  trod; 
A-ud  the  day  never  smiles  from  his  palace  of  Ught, 

But  we  feel  the  bright  smile  of  our  God. 
We  are  travelling  homeward  through  changes  and  gloom.|»l 

To  a  kicgdom  where  pleasui'es  eternally  bloom, 
Ajid  our  guide  is  our  glory  that  shines  through  the  tosalr{|ii 

From  the  evergreen  mountains  of  life. 


flBNEBAI.  CLASS   SOlfOS 

SABBATH    BELLS. 


2S 


P 


m 


Contributed  toy  C.  T.  DONBOEE. 

i 


g 


1.    Lit  -  tie       chil  -  dren,     list   -   en,       list   -   en;       Do       you   hear    the    Sab -bath    bells?    Do    you    know  the 


;£^S^ 


iifeJ^J.^ 


i^ 


fe^ 


^ 


te 


CHORUS. 


^^ 


SS 


«-^:iT— i 


J     i     1 


rr^.^ 


•weet,  sweet  sto  -  ry.      That       their   pleasant     chiming     teUs?     We         are     lit 


t=f^ 


^ 


^ 


J^ 


tie     chil  -  dren,     long-ing 

^    ^     :^     t:    It 


i^^ 


££3^ 


:t=:t 


f^ 


r=n 


t.^ 


S 


^^ 


^ 


^^^^^^P^^5 


3= 

To      be  taught  the    way     to    thee ;     We  would  serve  thee,   blessed 


^^^ 


Je  -  BUS,    And  from  all  that's  wron^  would  flee. 
-y-  r-»  •    if—i"- — 0-T-m 1* fg^ 


2  All  the  air  is  hushed  and  holy, 
Only  chime  the  Sabbath  bells; 
Listen  to  the  wondrous  story, 
That  their  pleasant  chiming  tells.    Cho, 

8  They  are  telling,  ever  telling, 
Of  tbe  Jove  of  God's  dear  Som  ■ 


How  he  left  his  Father's  dwelling, 
And  to  sinful  earth  came  down.    Cho. 

4  Now,  while  Sabbath  bells  are  chiming, 
We  will  send  our  sileut  prayer 
Through  the  blue  and  arching  heaven, 
To  our  Father's  dwelling  there.    Cho, 
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QEIMEHAL     f'LAS.S    .S'OJVG.V 


BRIGHT     MORNING     HOUR, 


GEO    B.  LOOMIS. 


=i^=i~:iE:EfE^^3E^i^c=*^___i^^^ 


L>ove,     JBe 


^ 


yond      eacii      ahin  -    in^- 
-f- ^ 


L~tar,   Where 
f3 


Kel3 


sing 


His 


:^f 


frr 


F 


*=f 


fe^ 


lit! 


:^ 


:i:;z^ 


our    hearts 


fvouuroufi 


-~iS^- 


^^^^S 


I 
i»7lioui       all     wtirlds       be  ■  long. 


^ 


— #-■ 


2  fie  knows  our  sileut  thoughts, 

And  all  we  wish,  or  do; 
Though  darkness  lourid  us  tali, 

His  eye  can  pierce  ir.  through. 
Oh,  keep  our  lips  thiH  day, 

From  v7or(ia  autrue.  uiilrind; 
And  help  ur*  day  by  day 

Thy  tarnrh  to  k«*^p  In  mind. 


.^ 


w^ 


Whate'or  we  do  each  day, 
God's  aiigel  writes  it  down; 
Co  those  who  watch  and  pray, 

He  trives  a  starry  crown. 
if  I  like  Jesus  grow, 

And  his  sweet  will  obey, 
In  thiit  bright  world,  I  know, 

X  sJtuai  he  ble.st  alway. 


COME    TO    THE    SAVIOUR    TO-DAY. 


2i 


^ords  and  Muslo  by 
W.  A,  OGDEN. 


*<W»8««%, 


l§ll^ 


mm^m^^^ 


ech  -  o     with    tD«5    eongl      .»e    -    sua     can    eave     you,   a^ya      you       w  -   dayl    Conic     co     the       Sa    -  Tiour,  come. 


S^^ 


^^ETfei 


:f^ 


Efef 


^ 


3t=e: 


f=F 


2  "  Suffer  the  cMldren,"  oh  hear  tilm  say, 
*'  I  am  the  Life,  the  Light  and  the  Way ; 
Jtesus  commands  you,  do  not  delay, 
Come  to  the  S«.vlo-ay,  come  f    Cmo, 


£ 


SESEE^ 


3  Come  to  the  Saviour,  He  is  your  friend; 
He  wiU  sustain  you,  He  will  defend; 
And  He  will  save  you  v/hei?  lile  shall  end. 

Gome  to  the  Sav^.o-or.'^'QiiBa.    0B0-. 
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LABORING      FOR     JESUS.     WordsandxansJ^fey  W   a.  OGDKH 


I 


fei 


rrrmi 


jV/  gj  lCT^ 


^^j  y-i 


^ 


'3Z. 


1.  We     are      lit  -  tie      children,      In      the     Sabbath    school,  La  -  bor  -  Ing     for     Je  -  sus,    this     shall    be     our    rule: 


^ 


^ 


^ 


^-r 


5_^_^-L^J4_^Jl:^=^r±z^.L^_^JL^ 


^^jizJU-jli-ii-^^^S^i^ 


5 


*-r 


I  Ev  -    ery       Sab  -  bath    mom  -  ing,  with       our      teach  -  ers       dear, 

j2_p_i_-f — f  ♦    ^ — it — r  .  ^  :    g 


19?^ 


fe^ 


t=8^ 


I 


In       our       pla   -    ces     well        ap  -  pea; 

t  :    g — 'ff  :  f — ^? — t  .  gy 


GHOUUS.  ff 


kte^A4j=j=hM^^=1^aJtJ^;#J3B^ 


^ 


--t5»- 


■x==^ 


La  -  bor  -  ing     for      Je  -  sus  I  Working      for     the    Lord!     Toiling       in      His    vinevardi    We    His  voice  have  heard. 


■^  -fa 


^1-  .1^ 


^^mm^m 


GENERAL    CLASS   SONGS. 

Laboring  for  Jesus.     Concluded, 
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I:  i  f:  J'  U  I  i 


fc^n?"- 


i 


I 


8:8     g 


He      wiU     kind   -   ly       lead 


with     His     might  -  y        hand      Safe    -  ly         to        the        heavenly     land. 


m^u^ttx 


t^^:^:id=m 


F=^ 


P 


2  We  are  little  soldiers,  fighting  for  our  King;  3  We  are  little  trav'lers,  Joumeylag  below, 

While  we  march  to  conquest,  loud  his  praise  shall  ring.     To  that  happy  land  where  all  good  children  go ; 
While  we  wear  his  armor,  we  will  boldly  sing  Soon  we'U.  reach  our  home  where  there's  no  pain  or  wo«, 

Praises  to  his  holy  naane>    Cho.  And  where  sorrows  never  come.    Cho. 


REST.    S.    M 


W.4.O. 


pa 


,_J — 1 „-, 1 ^_|._„-j — __J -j-T— f 


''^ 


p^ 


1.  O,  where  shall  rest  be  foiuid—ReBt  for  the  wea-  ry    soul, 'Twere  vain  the  ocean  depths  to  soimd,  Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 


mt^hrfr^^f^ 


# — m — i9r 


9 — 9- 


^m^^m 


2  The  world  can  never  give 
The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh; 
*Tia  not  the  whole  of  life  to  Uve, 
Nor  aU  of  death  to  di« 


Beyond  this  vale  of  tears, 

There  is  a  life  above, 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  f  ears, 

jLjid  all  that  life  is  loye. 


28 


(iENBRA/.    CLASS    SOIvOJ^. 

SING,  0    YE    MOUNTAINS, 


I^of.  f 00  fast. 


W.  A.  O. 


P^^aia^gij=j=j=j^^^^y^^j^^^ 


^m 


1.  Mu  -  sic,   sweet  mii  -  sic,  from  angela    above,     Ten  -  der  -  ly      murmur  -  ing     low;       Par  -  don    and  peace  from   our 
Send    the    glad     ti  -  dings  o'er  land  and  o'er  sea,  Joy     to       the     captive      pro  -  claim,    Hope    to     the     dy  -  ink,    sal- 


^      ^    AL  ^    -a.'    4L      f.      ^      JL       ' ^^  ^      A      -^ 

b     ^     'k^  i     ! 


CHORUS,  ff 

S S       N 


2  Wand'rer,  return  to  the  portals  of  light, 
Mourner,  no  longer  repine, 
Uome  to  the  fountain,  so  pure  aiscl  so  brlghl, 
L»v«  in  its  waters  divin©. 


Courage,  ye  fearful,  by  sorrow  oppressed; 

Soldiers',  be  valiant  and  brave ; 
Mariner,  see,  there's  a  haven  of  rest, 

Tender  it  smiles  on  the  wave.    CHO. 


ftBNERAL    CLASS   SONGS. 
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COME,    YE    THAT    LABOR. 


VTords  written  for  this  worls 

by  J.  0.  MUBRAY.  ^  v. » .  ^ , 

"  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  1  will  gwe  you  rest.^ 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


1.  Come,  come,  7' 


yethat  la  -  bor,  And  heav  -  y     burdens    bear;    Come,  come,  to    tbc.   Saviour,     On  bim  cast  all    your  care; 


'J^- 


I(t     will       surely    save   you,  He      will       surely       bless;  Come,  come,  to       the  Saviour,    And  he     will    give   yon    rest. 


t=£E=^E^E5 


a® 


b±ta=*±P=^^eE^ 


fe 


CHORUS, 


^mmmmm^m^^^^s^^^ 


Come,  come  to   the    Haviour,  Come,  cgme  to      the    Saviour,  Come,  come  to     the    Saviour,  And  He    will  give    you      rest. 


2  Hear  ye  that  have  sorrow, 

And  have  no  hope  below, 
Hope,  hope,  ye  may  borrow, 

And  rest  from  every  woe; 
Jesus  waits  to  comfort 

Those  who  truly  mourn, 
Come,  come  to  the  Saviour, 

He  all  your  sins  hath  borne.    Cho 


3  List,  list,  little  children, 

To  Him  who  bids  you  come, 
The  Saviour  will  take  you, 

To  His  eternal  home ; 
He,  he  will  sustain  you, 

With  his  mighty  hand, 
And  safely  will  lead  you 

Home  to  His  bright  land.    CHO. 


OMlfEltAt,  CLASS  RONaS. 


THE   EDEN   ABOVE. 


Andante. 


Words  and  music  written  expressly 
Silyer  Song  by  W.  W.  WHITNEY. 

0 


bove,  In  that  beau   -  ti    -    ful    land      of     the      blet 


1.  We  shall  meet      in 


the      E    -  den 

-»- * N- 


-J^ 


pm^$^^^^^r^^^f^^^^=^^^^ 


All  our    tri   -  als      and  pains    will      be    o'er, 
D.S.  We  shall  rest     ev  -    er  -  more    in      his    love 


m. 


fi=^ 


-*L^- 


When  we  en  -  ter 
In  that  beau  -  ti 


that  man-sion      of      rest, 
-ful     E  -    den       a    bove. 


;jzr= 


"^mm^ 


CHOR  US.    Repeat  softly . 


^^ 


^^^ 


,N       N 


^e 


D.S.'S. 


m 


^^^r 


^  '  '^     Tt'tr 

In  the     E den     a  -  bove, 

In  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful,  beau  -  ti  -  ful     Eden      above, 


T\ 


^    fi 


^  g 


i 


iis 


-^— 


•^  ^ 


rt=^ 


n^ 


U   L.    L  ^ 


In  the     E    -    -    -    -    -    den     a -bove, 

In  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful,  beau  -  ti  -  ful    E-  den  above, 


4/^J^ 


t 


5 


^Sil 


'2  When  we  meet  in  that  Eden  above, 
When  we  enter  that  blissful  abode, 
AU  the  good  who  have  passed  on  before, 
We  shall  meet  in  the  city  of  God.-  Cho. 


U  Tlie  saints  of  all  ages  are  there, 
The  prophets  and  martyrs  of  old; 
The  children  whose  voices  on  earth  are  still 
Now  siBig  in  that  city  of  gold.     Cho. 


With  fervor - 


GENERAL    CLASS    SONGS.  QT 

I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY. 

Words  and  music  by  W.  A.  OCrDEN. 


•J  -^     -0-  *-#■  '^       *      -^        -0-        -0-        •%■        ^,-0-        -0  •-*■  C>       0         _^     .^       0 


-1= 


mm 


1.  I   love  to  tell   the    story.     Of    un-seen 

2.  I   love  to   tell  the    story.     It    doth   my 


^;-#-    -0-         "  -0-  c^    ^     -0.  .^    ^    '      .^^* 

things  a  - bove,    Of      Jesus    and  his      glory.     Of      Jesus  and  his    love, 
soul    im-  hue   With  love  so  pure  and    ho-ly,    With  hope  so  strong  and  true. 

» — /5>—0~r-P — * — ^ — f— I— ^^ 


0^ — 0 — ^ — 0-1—0 0 0 m — 1 —  ^ir^ — I — ^ — * — ' — ^  — I — ^ 


p^^i^^ 


s^^p 


I         love   to   tell  the     story.     So      mer-ci-ful    to      me.     And   when  I     rise  to       glory,  It's  then  my  song  shall  be, 
I        love    to   tell  the     story,       I    know  it   all    so    well;       It      fills  my  soul  with  glory,  When  I    that     story     tell. 


f=n?:±*= 


W 


CHORUS 


;?=#: 


^^ 


I  love  to  tell  the    story,  The  sweet  and  wondrous  story.    Of      Jesus— King  of    Glory,  Who  died  on    Oal-va    -    vy. 


-»     ■#- 


EEg 


-f=ft=S- 


-0—0 0~0-x-0 

I     I      I     I 


I  love  to  tell  the  story, 

'Tis  beautiful  to  me. 

It  raised  my  soul  from  boiKlagel 

It  set  my  spirit  free  I 

I  love  to  tell  the  story 

'T!hat  I  so  oft  repeat. 

And  when  each  time  1  tell  It, 

To  me  it  sounds  more  sweet,    Cso. 


4  I  love  to  tell  the  story— 
The  one  of  Calvarv— 
Of  Jesus— King  of  Glory, 
Who  died,  in  love  for  nie' 
And  when  we  meet  to  sever 
No  more.—  in  heaven  above, 
111  sing  the  praise  forever 
Of  Jesus  and  his  love.    Cho.. 


Words  by  fie  v.  W.  H.  T 


(GENERAL    (JLASS    r:nr;ji.>i 

MARCHING    ON    TO    CANMN. 

,=S±£ 


Vr.  A.  OGDEN 


1.  Fling    oiit    oar     bail  -   aer     to       inebi-eeze,    its       folds  gleam  one    by       one,      We'll    bear     it       on  through  northern 

2.  Our        Captain       is         a    tosver    ol    mi,y:ht.     His      name  makes  foes   to       flee;      He  battles,     on   -    ly      for      the 

3.  Dark       Satan's     host  must  sink      In    pain.       And      pass     to  shades  of     night,    For     Christ,  our  King,  on    earth  must 


7^-^— -~H^ 


r£ 


:ic=ii=il£g£E 


■^  *  ^ 


seas,  A72d  'neath  the  trop  -  Ic  sun .  The  &n^  we  bear  is  bathed  in  blood.  Our  arms  shine  bright  and 
right.  And  CliriPtian  lib  -  er  -  ty.  Christ  is  his  name.  His  han  -  net  high  Floats  wide  o'er  all  the 
reign.  And  sway  the    world       a    -  right.    Then  on  -    ward    press,    thon  might  -  y        host,    Led     on        by       -Tu    -  dal'.'s 


I^^E^^ffl 


«^ 


-2"  -tf af- 


fair.     We 
world.  And 


onward   press  through  Are  and       ffood,  Our   foes       we 


%~t=ii 


CHORUS. 


53^ 
^b= 


far      bej'^ond       the     stsl  -  lar         sky.     It      free    -     ly      wa\ 
Lord,    Pro   -  claim  redemp  -    tion    to        " 


tho 


lost,    Sal 


:j^. 


not     fear.      We'll     march  to 

un  -  furled.   We're  marching     on       to 
tion  ihroi     h    the    word. 


.    -0-  0  ^'  £t-    M.'    ^      ^      ^      ■*■.»      ^.    f: T"    "r^ TL t: 


M^i 


GENERAL    CLASS   SONGS. 

Marching  on  to  Canaan,"    Concluded. 


33 


^m 


^ 


fe^ 


^s 


f  r  f  r 


Canaan,       We'll  marrn 
Canaan,       We're  naarchlng    on 

■^    -i^     -e^       -0- 


Canaa'ii,  We'll  march  to 

Canaan,  We're  marching      on     to 


Canaan,    Our      Saviour  leads    the  way. 
Canaan,    Our      Saviour  leads     the  way. 


^^rrrff^mmmiiijA 


^ 


^ — ^ 


ALIDA.     C.   M.     Double. 


D.  B.  THOMPSON. 


pi  ji-j  j  fiiu^^s3SiU-iJ^i4k4^=^ 


How     hap  -  py          eve    -    ry     child     of          grace.  Who  knows  his     sins       for  -  given 
Tills    earth,    he  cries,      is       not     my  place,     I  [omit 


^ 


]       seek    my     place       in 


^ 


I 


^ 


i^ 


iz: 


S 


^ 


D.C.  The     land      of  rest,      the    saints'   de 


liarht.    The 


heaven  prepared       for 


FINE. 


a 


^  ~"    J- 


A     ^    -^— ^ 


n 


33 


D.C. 


S^3 


-6^ 

heaven. 


^^ 


couD    -   try 


far     from       mor 


-i&- 


tal       sight.    Yet,     O, 


^ 


faith       I 


■^»-r» 


M 


GENERAL    CLASS    SONGS. 

SPEAK    FOR    JESUS. 


W.  A.  O, 


ig 


-« 2- 


:i— It 


:Sr-^ 


--— ^ 


I.  Children,       let      us    speak  for      Je   -    sus,      Tell    the  world      his    power    to        save;      He    who    gave  his      life    our 

■9-      T^ 


_         f-       f-       -P-       -^       -^      1^       -f-     ■ -tf-T^  -^       -f-       -^      ■»■      -^       -^ 


m 


t=a; 


i 


CHORUS. 


£ 


^ 


3— J— i^ 


'i=^^,hi=^    i\i    i-J-3 


*^  -5-        ^        i^ 

rail  -  som.    Rose      triumph    -    act       o'er       the       grave.       Glo   -   ry,      glo   -  ry,  —   joys       e   -   ter  -  nal      Wait      us 

"l . N  ------ 


t:^! 


9 


^smrr^is^^m 


f=t 


ii^^^ii^ 


fiJ    \    f  iU 


on    that       hap  -  py    shore ;  There  we'll      sing  his    praise      for  -  ev 


3: 


er.     When     we     meet      to       part    no    more. 


S^ 


^^^^ 


^EEE^-. 


f-^-g_-jju;zq!=g 


2  If  the  flame  of  zeal  is  burning, 
If  It  glovs^  from  heart  to  heart, 
In  the  blessed  cause  of  Jesus, 
We  shall  try  to  do  our  part.    Cho. 


3  We  must  live  and  work  for  Jesus ; 
Whatsoe'er  we  find  to  do 
In  the  vineyard  of  our  Master, 

Let  us  vnth  our  might  pursue.    Cho. 


GENERAL    CLASS   SONGS. 

BEAUTIFUL   LAND   ON    HIGH. 

^    Si    S      h K 1 — -K 


35 


W.  A.  OG0EN. 


^aiffmEtf^ 


i 


hx 


-i'  I  ;  >^i: 


1.  There's    a     beauti  -  ful  land     on    high  I      To   Its   glories 

2.  There's    a     beaati  -  ful  land     on    high  I       I  shall  en  -  ter 


^l-S- 


^ 


i 


I      fain  would     fly;    When  by     sorrows  pressed  down,  I 
it       by     and        by;  There  with  friends  hand  in    hand,    I'll 


h-irnr-»"> 


isfeg^ 


^U-Xxj: 


\V        ^f        W. K IE fL IE 


* 


kt^ 


1?^ 


P 


CHORUS. 


R^ 


^s 


4=3: 


long  for    my  crown,   In    that 
walk  on    the  strand,   In    that 


beauti   -   ful  land 
beauti   -   ful   land 


high.     In     that     beauti 
high.    Chokus. 


ful    land     I'll       be"  From 


S 


J    .    >-r-. 


ric  g  F-i  rifcP=g 


9i 


?^ 


^ 


i 


$ 


^ 


^ 


^i=^+j^ 


i 


S 


i--r-i-J--g±^Fi=rSg: 


-* — <^ 


*a 


^r^  jig  3— g 


:S=3! 


earth  and     Its  cares    set     free  I      My     Je  -  sus  is  there.  He's  gone  to     pre  -  pare     A  place  in     that  land     for    me. 


g    t    t 


m 


m^ 


^ 


^ — (« — ^ 


^ 


§^ 


^ 


=p=^ 


F=5^ 


3  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high ! 
Then  why  should  I  fear  to  die ; 

Since  death  is  the  way  to  the  realms  of  day, 
In  that  beautiful  land  on  high.    Cho. 

4  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high! 
And  my  kindred  its  bliss  enjoy ; 

Methinks  I  now  see  how  they're  waiting  for  me, 
In  that  beautiful  land  on  high.    Cho. 


^       ^       V       \         \^ 

5  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high ! 
And  though  oft  here  I  weep  and  sigh ; 

My  Jesus  hath  said  that  no  tears  shall  be  shed, 
In  that  beautiful  land  on  high.    Cho. 

6  There's  a  beautiful  land  on  high ! 
Where  we  never  shall  say  *'  Good-bye;" 
Where  over  the  river,  we're  happy  forever, 
In  that  beautiful  land  on  high.    Cho. 


36 


benebaij  class  sonos. 
SINGING    ROUND    THE    THRONE. 


Words  and  music  by 
W.  A.  OGDEN. 


a 


^^W^J  UU  J^^ 


# 


3=^- 


-+ 


m 


m 


1.  The 


ere  are      it  -  tie  children  singing  round   the  throne.   In    tha  1 


I      1/      u 

ivenly    land.    In    that  heavenly    land;  They    are 


^^ 


I 


ccj-iF.. ;  ;\t 


^m 


^ 


1?=;^ 


u— V 


u>' n' n' i' i  i  M^ 


CHORUS. 


£ 


mi^-^ 


^=i 


rr 


singing  round  the  brlght,etemal  throne,The  great  white  throne  of  God.  We  shall  meet  them  round  the  bright  eternal  home,We  will 


^ 


u-Cl_u-u-u 


m 


f=H^ 


^ 


sing  with  them  around  the  great  white  throne,  We  will  sing  of  him  who  dled,Oi  our  Saviour  crucified,Round  the  great  white  throne  of  God. 


e  eg  c 


I 


1=E 


£^ 


I 


;/-U 


^r^^f^ 


2  There  are  angels,  happy  angels  round  the  throne, 

In  that  heavenly  land,  in  that  heavenly  land ,  - 
They  are  happy  round  the  bright,  eternal  throne, 
The  great  v^'^hite  throne  of  God.    Cho. 

3  We  are  little  children,  striving  for  the  throne. 

In  tliat  heavenly  land,  in  that  heavenly  land ; 
We  are  striving  for  the  oright,  eternal  throne, 
The  great  white  throne  of  God.    Cho. 


4  We  are  marching,  onward  marching  to  the  throne, 
In  that  lieavenly  land,  in  that  heavenly  land ; 
Come  and  join  us  in  our  journey  to  the  throne. 
The  great  white  throne  of  God. 

Chorus  for  last  verse  only. 
We  will  gather  in  our  bright,  eternal  home ; 
We  will  shout  his  praises  round  the  "  great  white  throne  I" 
We  will  sing  of  him  who  died,  «&c. 


GENERAL    CLASS   S^MGS. 
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Words  toy  E.  T.  S. 


LITTLE    HEARTS  MAY    LOVE    THEE, 


W.  A.  O. 


fyl  i     i^^^^=f^i=^=^ 


i 


5t£l: 


'f=S 


1.  Lit    -    tie    hearts,     O     Lord,  may     love     thee, 


^=^. 


Lit 


tie    minds     may  learn  thy    ways;    Lit   -   tie    hands    and 


:  t  :  Cit^^g 


^ 


^^ 


m 


e 


REFRAIN. 


teffl^-jj^=^a3ir  r  ;.i  (hump^f^ 


feet     may    serve  thee.    Lit  -  tie        voic  -  es    sing      thy   praise. 


^ 


i 


Ho  -  ly 

-J3 


S^ 


Je   -   BUS,  come   and 


bless       us, 


^^m 


i 


n^^ 


^^^^^^^ 


^ 


s 


:r 


Bless  US    whUe  thy    praise  we  sing;  Great   Redeem  -  er,      be    thou  near    us.   Guard    our     weakness 'neath     thy  wing. 


ss^ 


M 


I 


m 


t 


m^ 


n 


9-1. 


^ 


;e 


f: 


5 


2  Lo!  each  Sabbath  comes  to  cheer  us; 
Truth  and  love  our  teachers  bring; 
Great  Redeemer,  be  thou  near  us, 
Make  us  grateful  while  we  sing.    Cho. 


3  Lowly  now  we  stand  before  thee ; 
Wiser  may  we  daily  grow ; 
Help  us  ever  to  adore  thee, 
And  through  life  thy  grace  to  show. 


Cho. 
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GENERAJL    CLASS   SONGS 

BEAUTEOUS   MANSIONS. 


Words  and  music  by 
W.  A.  OGDEN. 


p^^i^^-jtj^^j  i  H^fn 


3^3 


SS 


1/  1/  I        ^-=    *   *  [       1/     u 

I.  There  are     many        beauteous    mansions       In     my    fath  -  er's  house    on     high;    'Tis     the     an   -  gels'    home    of 

N      N  1 


I 


ffi 


/^ 


m 


i 


& 


s 


b±^ 


^^ 


CHORUS. 


^ 


rt-CTT^ 


^ 


-& 


P 


r=g: 


3=^ 


fc=5=zi!==z^;i 


3 


r-rpT"Fg 


§!ifc| 


glo    -  ry,     We      shall  share      it    when  we       die.  Then  with  loved  ones  hand    in     hand.  We    will  walk    the 

I  -^  _^    _.  ^  Jl  ^  ^  ^..  ^..  ^ 


^-ff-p+ffj^^ 


^.^    -r-f     f     ^     ■fiJ-J',^SL^ 


wm^ 


golden 


^ 


^^ 


J  J'i  1  J 


Btrand,    And       will    dwell     with        them       for  -  ev     -     er 


that    hap     -   py, 


hap 


i^ 


^- 


py     land. 


EE 


r 


2.  My  Saviour's  gone  before  me, 
He  is  waiting  me  to  come ; 
,He  will  send  his  shining  angels, 

And  they'll  tear  my  spirit  home.^-  CHO. 


Oh,  blessed,  blessed  Jesus! 

Oh,  great  and  heavenly  King  \ 
We  will  ever  shout  thy  praises, 

We  will  e'er  thy  glory  sing.    Gho. 


Spirited. 


6ENERAI.    CLASS   SOIf^GS. 


MY   HOUSE   ON   A   ROCK, 


39 


W.  A..  OGDEN. 


H 


P 


s 


m 


:fct 


-N — \ 


I 


& 


-0 — a — *— ia>- 


I       -*•  -^  -*■     I 

1.  Oh,      If   my  house  Is      built   up  -  on     «    rock.    I         fcnow    it   will    stan<i  for  -  ev  -  er;   The  floods  may  coiue,  »iul  the 


r^ir^-^T: 


^^^4JJjJ 


i^ifeaE^HfeJ 


^=,=ii 


^— ^ 


~a — ^— 


T7~r 


-w-v- 


jsrzilMl^z 


V    > 


i=i 


:f>~yT 


;r~v 


^^  ly      CHORUS. 


W=a^ 


^?_x. 


3t3: 


ifcit-l: 


*^-i^ 


-* — tf — tf — ^-J- 


rolllngthunder'sshock,Maybeatupou  111}  houseTliaiistmln  iiponarock,And'twlllneverfall,     Never    fall.       Never,    never, 

■<S>-     t—     +—     ■•—     — —      — I  '       '  ^~     "0-     H^.    ^  '  .  J 

9-J-9     »     ig — »  0 r^ — r-^^— »     »     »  Y^-^'0-O' — r-«'— e? — (^ r-^ — ^ — j- — - 

rzf---— ^^-Tir=::jtzr^-fT-->T->-1 .    I .    ;  -Tz^l-X-y     t— — ry-::ig=iizrIEg 


i 


a 


'W^-fi—^ 


I 


,/_^/_->--V- 


P=p: 


3ti:i: 


V— v^- 


»^ 


'n 


t — • — 0 — J — I— -a — 

never;     Its     foun  -  da  -  tlon    is     sure,    and    will    stand  for  -  ev  -  er     more.  Yes, 

I  ^    ^    ^    ^    ^    ^      I       ^      N    ^^    j^    ]^     ^     I        ^ 

Hi — #        0   — «K tf, 0-t- 


-0 — 0- 


S — 0- 


;5E^ 


T^         ^8*.         .«.         ^ 


-^ 


litX 


U 


-p  r 

it    will  stand  for  -  rv  -  er. 

• — (^ 


t^E^ 


-^LZZil 


2.  For  He  whose  truth  is  lastln^r  as  the  hills, 
Whose  word  is  nnclianiriiiK  ever. 
Hath  said  my  house  on  tiie  solid  rock  shall  stand,, 
He'll  hold  it  by  liis  might 
In  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 
Jyid  'twill  never  fall,  &c. 


3.  Then  I  will  build  my  house  upon  a  rock, 
And  there  it  will  stand  forever; 
The  floods  may  come,  and  the  rolling  thunder's  shocfe 
May  beat  upon  my  house 
That  Is  built  upou  a  rocJc, 
And  'twill  never  fail,  &o 


40 


GENERAL  CLASS  SONGS. 

CHILDRENS'   S'^NG, 


W.  A.  O. 


m=LA-m^^;^^m^mf£¥4^^^ 


atic  i  c  me  c  J'  /M'  J"^^g^ 


1.  Je  -   STis      loves  tin?    Ut   -   tie       children ;  Once     he     took  them     on       liis    knee,  Gent  -  ly       put     his 


i 


t 


1^ 


^S'^Tf^ff^^ 


i^-^ 


arms     a  -  round    them,  Say  -    ing,  "Let    them  come  to      me."  Once    he    gave     his    life       to     save    them, 


m 


*: 


i^-Jl-JlU^J^ 


^^^m^^m 


^: 


-«^^—i—r-r-*=ri=^ 


Back     a  -  gain  from    Sa  -  tan's  ways,  And  at   last  bright  angels  make  them,  In   his  heaven  of      joy  and  praise. 


^t:jLj^jLj^^ 


t— >- 


^ 


^^ 


2.  Jesus  loves  to  see  them  kneeling, 
And  with  hands  together  pray; 
Lovfes  to  hear  them  call  him  •'  Saviour," 

K  they  think  of  what  they  say. 
"He  would  have  them  love  each  other, 
'    And  be  truthful,  meek,  and  mild, 
And  do  what  their  parents  bid  theia« 
Am  lie  djkl  when  once  a  child. 


3.  He  will  give  his  holy  spirit, 

He  will  make  their  bad  hearts  clean ; 
And  will  show  them,  if  they'll  ask  htm, 

What  their  Bible  verses  mean. 
G«ntle  Jesus,  now  thy  mercy 

On  us  little  children  show. 
That  we  may  believe  and  love  thee. 

As  we  of  thy  goodness  know. 


i 


&!kNERAL  CLASS  SON&S.  A\ 

SHALL  WE    MEET  OUR    LOVED   ONES   THERE?  c''^'^^^ 

m 


f 


^^iiF^ 


w 


1.  Shall  we    meet      our  loved    and    lost    ones,  When  the     day     of      life       is       o'er?  Will   they  clasp  our 
Will  their  hearts  heat  wild    with   rap  -  ture,  As       we     near    the     far  -  ther    side?  Will    they    joy  -  ful 


■0-         -»■     -^       •&- 


J     J     ,J 


9 


^4- 


P^ 


-^-f- 


^ 


CHORUS. 


m 


4=i=^ 


-J ^ 


^^^hL^M 


^ 


hands  in     glad  -  ness,    When  we    reach  the    far  -  ther  shore  ? 

come    to     meet      us,    When  we,    too,  have  crossed  the    tide?    Cheer  up,     then,    despond -ing       mourner. 


i 


-J — J 


f- .  f — t^ 


m 


i 


f^3^ 


^ 


f=^ 


±1^ — w — i 


±E3; 


i^ 


^ 


Sail -ing    o'er  life's  stormy    sea;    For    the    goal  is    not     far     distant.  Where  thy    loved  ones  wait  for    thee. 

-0-  S-  _  _  ! 


^ 


^ 


■0-         -»-         f-        -^        f-        -f-        -f- 


NP 


E 


is: 


t=^=^ 


rzz. 


-r-t 


2.  Will  they  guide  us  to  the  portals 

Of  the  city  on  the  hill? 
Will  they  tell  us,  in  soft  whispers. 

As  of  old,  they  love  us  still? 
Will  they  calmly,  gently  lead  us 

By  the  river  bright  and  fair, 
Where  immortal  glory  cresteth 

Every  brow  tiiat's  welcome  there  ?    Cho. 


3.  While  our  thoughts  are  lost  in  wonder, 

Every  breeze  that  freights  the  air 
Whispers  in  the  mildest  accents, 

Ye  shall  meet  your  loved  ones  there. 
Meet  beyond  the  mystic  river. 

Meet  on  yonder  purple  height. 
Where  the  days  with  joy  are  laden, 

And  where  comes  no  shade  of  night. 


Cho. 
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&ENERAL    CLASS    SONGS. 

WE'LL   CROWN   THEM    WITH    ROSES. 


W.  A.  oaoBH 


T£MP£1UNC£    SOUQ. 


^ 


-0-   -«»'   -^^   -&-   •&•       ''    -^ 


^ 


aatzqjj: 


g^'''^;^^  ^  V  *  V 


1.  We'll  tak«  up  our  atand  For  the  youth   of  our  land.  And  weave  them  a     garland  to   wear,  Tho'  no  leaves  of  the  vine  In 


mtirm 


I 


t=x 


s — ^ 


^s 


V- 


t 


ISOZM. 


3z: 


liiZIlt 


w^-V- 


CHORUS.   ff 


^^ 


wreath  shall  entwine,  For  we'll  crown  them  with  res  -  es     so 


fair.     "We'll  crown  them,    "We'll  crown        them,         "We'll 

"We'll  crown  them  with  rosea,"We'll  crown  them  with  roses,"We'll 


mrnz^ 


^ECTiiditixQ^ 


^ 


^5^ 


"We'll  crown  them,    "Well  crown  them,       "We'll  crown,  <fcc. 

crown  them  with    roses     bo  fair,"We'll  crown  them  with  roses, We'll  crown  them  with  roses.  We'll  crown  them  with  roees  to  wear. 


-f^^ 


^^^S 


a  We'll  tempt  not  the  youth  from  the  fountain  of  truth,  8  Our  sweet  household  joys,  the  glrla  and  the  boys, 
*       Whose  waters  are  pure  and  divine,  We'll  shield  from  the  tempter  so  bold,  [glow, 

But  we'll  banish  fore'er  from  our  homes  that  are  dear  And  we'll  hind  their  white  brows  that  with  innocena* 
The  chalice  that  sparkles  with  wine.    CEO.  With  a  crown  that  is  richer  than  gold.    Ceo. 


i 


Spirited. 


GBHrBBAL    CLASS    SONGS. 

JESUS    COMES. 

'  The  spirit  and  the  bride  say,  come. 
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W.  A.  GGDBN. 


^m 


^ 


s 


'f=w=i 


i 


^ 


^ 


azE 


t 5^ 

Lo,     the  powers    of      heaven     are  shaking ;        Keep    your 


Watch,  ye  saints,  with  eye  -  lids  wak  -  ing; 

■0-        -9-         -^      ■»-        i^ 


p^? 


i 


mm 


^^ 


CHORUS,  ff 


^=J+^-hH^ 
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335 


i^ 


3a5i 


lamps  all  trimmed  and  burning,    Ready    for    your  Lord's     return.    Lo  1 


he  comes,  he  comes  all   -   glorious; 


:^ 


^^ 


^ 


^3^ 


i 


±ri 


22 


-tf~^ 


Je 


sus  comes     to  reign    vie  -  to  -  rious ;  Je    -   sus    comes  to  reign     vie  >  to  -  rious,  Je    -  sus    comes  \ 


^ 


fe£ 


■m-       -^     V  .    -*^      -^       -J- 


^       -#. 


^ 


^ 


E^ 


2  Nations  at  their  base  shall  crumble, 
Hark,  his  chariot  wheels  now  rumble; 
Tell,  O  tell,  of  grace  abounding. 
While  the  seventh  trump  doth  sound.    Cho. 

8  Lamb  of  God !  thou  meek  and  lowly, 
Judah'B  lion!  mighty  1  holy  1 


Lo,  th©  bride  comes  forth  to  meet  thee, 
All  in  blood- washed  robes  she  comes.    Cho. 

4  Sinners,  haste,  while  Christ  is  pleading, 
Now  for  you  he's  interceding; 
Haste,  ere  time  shall  be  diminished, 
And  the  mystery  be  told.   Cho. 
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BENBRAZ   CLASS   SONBS 

"SHALL  WE    MEET   BEYOND   THE    RIVER?" 


Modsrato. 


Mnslc  bj 
E.  S.  RICE. 


^m^. 


■^T 


-« 3i «-- ^« ^- 


1.  Shall    we    meet 

2.  Shall    we    meet 


-6^ 

be  -  yond  the      riv  -  er^  Where  the    surg  -  es     cease    to     roll  ?  Where  in      all        the  bright  for- 
m     that  blest   har-bor,   When  our    storm -y   voyage    le     o'er?    Shall    we    meet     and    cast    the 


1=5 


333^: 


-4— 4it— '-^ 


-^^=t 


CHORUS. 


iSE^^ 


m. 


-  ^9" 

ex  -  er      Sor  -  row    ne'er   shall  press  the    soul? 
an-chor,    By      the     fair       ce  -  les  -  tial    shore? 


I L 0^  J._|^5) 0  ^ ^L_L_,$i 0  .^- 0^1—0  ^ 0 0 0- 


lall  we    meet,   shall   we    meet.   Shall    we    meet    be  -  yond     the 


-i-Ji-X^, 


v\-         m — r-  V 


SS-firz^: 


=^ 


e:^E^; 


-^' 


3^E 


zp=f!=i|:=td 


m 


:i^=t:5: 


-^-^s- 


3  Shall  we  meet,  in  yonder  city, 

Where  the  towers  of  crystal  shine? 
Where  the  walls  are  all  of  jasper, 
Built  by  workmanship  divine?    CHO. 

«  TThere  the  music  of  the  ransomed 
•    Rolls  its  haiTaony  around, 
And  creation  swells  the  chorus, 
With  its  sweet  melodious  sound?    CHO. 


5  Shall  we  meet  with  many  a  loved  one, 

That  was  torn  from  our  embrace  ? 
Shall  we  listen  to  their  voices, 
And  behold  them  face  to  face?    Cho. 

6  Shall  we  meet  with  Christ  our  Saviour, 

When  he  comes  to  claim  his  own? 
Shall  we  know  his  blessed  favor, 
And  sit  down  upon  his  throne  ?    CHO. 


aENBRAL    CLASS   SONGS, 

MERCY'S    FREE. 
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Arr.  by  W.  A.  O. 


^ 


s^a 


faith 


I       view       my 
the     might  -  y 


Sa  -   viour    dy   -    Ing,  On 

God,     hath      spo  -   ken         Peace 


mmm^m^^^m^mf^i^^¥&^!^^: 


I  eve  -  ry      na  -  tion       he     is        cry  -  ing.      Look  to       mei    look     to     me!       He    bids    the     guilty    now  draw  near,  Re- 

all     xny  chains   of       sin   are       bro  -  ken,      I       am      free,      I       am     free.     Soon    as       I      in     his  name  believed.    The 


H^ 


V-M» — -^ 


i^ 


H n brr 


^ 


^' 


±± 


w 


t^— S 


J^ 


pent,  be  -  lieve, 
Ho  -  ly    Spir 


dismiss 
it        I 


your    fear, 
received. 


'6  Jesus  my  weary  soul  refreshes, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free; 
And  every  moment  Christ  is  precious 

Unto  me  J  unto  me. 
None  can  aescrit)e  the  bliss  I  prove, 

"While  through  this  w^ilderness  I  rove ; 
All  may  enjoy  the  Saviour's  love, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 


Hark  I  hark!  what   precious    words  I 
And    Christ  from  death  my     soul  re 


4  Long  as  I  live,  I'll  still  be  crying, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free ; 
And  this  shall  be  my  theme  when  dying, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free; 
And  when  the  vale  of  death  I've  passed, 

"When  lodged  above  the  stormy  blast, 
I'll  sing  while  endless  ages  last, 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 
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Words  from  "Shining  Light." 
Moderato. 


GENERAL   CLASS  SONGS. 

'TIS    I  :    BE    NOT   AFRAID, 


OSDKN. 


5ppi=^ 


?^i*-: 


^SEi^S: 


3^i 


^-* 


^^ 


^E3i 


1.  Tho'    t;6t!cd  with  winds,  and  faint    with  fear,     Above    the  tempest  wild  and  drear,  Hark  !  hark !  my  Saviour's 


I,  'tis   I, 


I,  'tis    I,      'tis 
Repeat  chorus  pp. 


3EEEI 


^ES 


^^ig 


be 


fraid;  'Tis 


^ 


I,  .  . 


'Tis 


'Tis       I, 


iiEr=r=r=iig^i£Eg 


^ 


be 


not 


fraid;  'Tis 


I,  'tis    I,    'tis 


I,  'tis    I, 


be    not 

,^       I 
-a — «i— 


a    -    fraid. 


I^ 


'Tis        I, 


be     not 


fraid. 


2  'Tis  I— who  washed  thy  spirit  white; 
'Tis  I— who  gave  thy  blind  eyes  sight ; 
'Tis  I— thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Light, 

'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid. 

3  These  raging  winds,  this  surging  sea, 
Bear  not  a  breath  of  wrath  to  thee ; 


That  storm  lias  all  been  spent  on  me. 
'Tis  I;  be  not  afraid. 


4  When  on  the  other  side  thy  feet 
Shall  rest,  'midst  thousand  welcomes  sweet, 
One  well-known  voice  thy  heart  shall  greet: 
'Tis  I ;  be  not  afraid 


GENERAL    CLASS    SONGS. 

NOW    I     LAY    ME    DOWN    TO    SLEEP. 
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Adagio 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


w^^m 


i 
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mi 


¥ 


I.  "  Now     I       lay   me  down  to  sleep,"  First   beside     my    mother    kneeling,  Thro'  the  hushed  up         silence 


I 


t 


t-rf=t 


t^ 


^iS 


^mt^: 


(&  -•— «- 


IS? 


f=F=f 


V-H^ 
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REFRAIN,    p 


fe=j— ^^: 
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I      t^    L/    -     '     -^        X    i 

deep,    Hear  tlie    dou  -  ble    wins  -  per  steal  -  Ing 


:^=3: 


I 

Now      I      lay      me   down    to    sleep,    I     pray     the 


^^m 


m    For  last  verse  only. 


dim. 


Lo£d   my    soul      to  keep; 


die  be  -  fore     I    wake,      I      pray  thee,  Lord,  my   soul      to     take. 


SE 


s::.-^: 


.(S- 


E 


-^ 


IB 


2  *'  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep," 

And  the  angels  o'er  me  bending, 
Sent  from  God  my  soul  to  keep, 
Through  the  purple  night  descending. 


3  *'  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep," 

Oh !  my  God !  wlien  I  am  dying, 
Hear  me  when  I  pray  to  thee, 
On  my  quiet  death -bed  lying. 
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GENERAL    CLASH    SONGS. 

THE    BIBLE. 

DU3CTT      A.ND      CHORUS. 


W  A.  OGDEH. 
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^^m 


In— f- 
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i=^ 


mm 


bzi: 


^^t 


1.  What   is 


It  points  my  soul   the  way     To    reahns  of     ev 


s5-  I        -^ 

er    ~    last  -  ing  day,  And  tells  the    danger 


gS 
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CHORUS. 


¥=i" 
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i^ 


f=^ 
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3^^ 


of       de  -  lay? 


Is       the     precious 


Bi  -   ble. 


The  Bi    -     ble,     the 

■0-      ¥t  I  J 


Bi 


hie,     the 


9Se^ 


m 


s== 


^SH 


s 


i-J: 


^ 


It  points  the  way  to  heaven  a  -  bove,  The  precious,  precious     Bi-*   -     ble. 


P 


-f-r 


F 


"What  teaches  me  that  I  must  love 
The  glorious  Gocl  who  reigns  above. 

And  that  I  may  his  glories  prove? 
It  is  the  precious  Bible.    Cho. 


3  What  is  it  gives  my  spirit  rest, 

When  with  the  cares  of  earth  oppressed 
And  points  to  regions  of  the  blest? 
It  is  the  precious  Bible.    Cho. 


f^KNFRAh    CLASS   SON^S. 

WORK    FOR   JESUS. 
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Earnestly. 


Written  expressly  for  this  work. 


m 


1.  Hasten,  Lord,  the    coming  morn  Of    the  bright  mil-len  -  nial  day ;  And  may  we  who   love  thy  name,  Labor 

2.  Long  in  darkness  they  have  sat.    In    the  gloom  of     mor  -  al  night.  Waiting     on-    ly      for    the  dawn  Of  the 


i^B 


-1 — r 


^:± 
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to  exterd  thy  sway,  Un  -  til  ev  -  'ry  ransomed  sonl.  On  the  land  and  on  the  sea.  Shall  come,  dear  Lord,  to  thee, 
promised  heavenly  light  ;They  have  heard  thy  blessed  tnithOn  the  land  and  on  the  sea,"'Thon,  Lord,  wilt,  set  us  free 

M.  f:    ±    ^  ±  ±^  ■        ^M. 


it^ 


1t=^: 


V=X 
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■0-  #■ 


^ 
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^=3C 


:«^ 


:>=^ 


itrt^: 


^!=:5=fc:5=fEe: 


E^ 


iCHORUS 


I    /  ^      ^  111         ^  1         ^  11// 

Work,  children,  work.  O,  work  for  Jesus.Work,  and  watch  and  pray :  Work,  children,  work  for  Jesus,  Work  while  'tis  called  to-day. 


t^fc=^?: 


:.p::;1^=^=it 


=F=-P^ 


-X=rX' 


je.    -^  -^ 


^•-f 


j^_^*_ 


:p=^: 


^^^ 


^#_*^fL 
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iP 
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(GENERAL    CLASS    SffjrGB. 

OVER    IN    THE    PROMISED    LAND, 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


^^jj_iia 


I 


.^^^ 


:S=S=^ 


^^ 


I.  We  thank  thee.  Lord,   for   the     Sabbath  school :  Here  we    may    learn     the    gold  -  en    rule;    Here    we  may    read     the 


rf^r  p  r. 


^S 


t=i=^^^w=^ 


£E^fe£-^-^4 


^^ 
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CHORUS,  ff 


words    that      lead 


A.  -  way, 


a    -    way, 


way, 


^— »— 8— i-i 


h  h   ^  h 
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-ii — i   j»   ;  -  -g   --- —  -  '    '      i/ 

O  -  ver     yonder    In    the    promised   land;    Away,       away,       away, 


away, 


32174 


^EEt^^fe^^EEfe^^^E^ 
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ver     in     the 


promised  land 


■^-^^f 


^-5- 


2  TV  e  sing  the  praise  of  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  tread  his  paths  to  heaven  above; 
There  we'll  receive  a  royal  crown, 
Over.in  the  promised  land.    Cho. 

3  We'll  kneel  in  prayer  that  God  may  bless 
■fljie  Sabbath  school  with  righteousness; 


Thus  we  may  go  from  sin  below, 
Over  to  the  promised  land.    CHO. 

4  Oh,  what  a  happy  world  'twould  be, 
If  we  were  all  from  sin  set  free, 
And  evei-y  heart  were  now  to  start 

HOver  to  the  promised  land,    Cho. 


E 


^Y^ 


BtNBSAL    CLASS   SONOS 

OUR    BLESSED    DEAD,     (Duett.) 


01 


Contributed  hy 
E.  C.  WILSON. 


^^m^^^^^ 


-^ 


^^i 


-GHr 


:S-^- 
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D.C.   We  have  laid  them  down     to     rest,       In  their  narrow,    si  -  lent    bed;     May  the     angels       vig  -  ils 


-(5»- 


9^^^TT 


S 


^ 


FINE. 


t^ 


t= 


3^ 


^^ 


i±5= 


T 


keep,  Where  they     rest,   Our       si   -  lent  dead.       We  will    think     of      them    to  -    day, 


Si 


^ 


i 


ZI 
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32: 


tfe^ 


f^^^^^ 


^=rt- 


ff^ 
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/).C. 


-^ 


-(5?-^ 


greet    the       opening  year,    Think  of  loved  ones  passed    a  -  way,     Now    in     glo  -  ry  they 


2  Let  us  mark  their  footsteps  bright, 
Serve  the  Saviour  they  adored ; 
Onward  press  to  realms  of  light, 
Where  they're  present  with  the  LorQ. 


Teach  us,  Lord,  to  follow  those, 
Who  have  gone  to  dwell  with  thee ; 

And  when  life  with  us  shall  close, 
May  oi;r  horne  in  glory  be,    T)Q. 
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liKNERAL    CLASS    SOJVU,'^. 

GO    WORK    IN    GOD'S    VINEYARD, 


W.  A -OGDEH. 


S^g^S 


l^^g^^^^ 


tz=tz: 


I.  Go  work  In  Qod'B  viiieyard,the  Saviour  halh  called  thee,Hath  called  thee  t:rom  darkness  to  marvelous  light;  He's  breaking  the  chain 

[that  so 


^^ 


r-r-d-± 


m 


CHORUS,   fff 


fgp^^lS^^gB^j^ 


F=F=^ 


long  hath  enthralled  thee,Go  work  while  the  day  Ia8i8,and  work  with  thy  might.  Our  field   is    the  world!  Our  field  is  the  world  I  Look 


up,  for  the  harvesl      is      near,  WTien  the  reapers  of    glo 


^ 


:^_k   I.    L    r    -?S>-U4l&=^4-.    I,    ^S 


ry   will  shout  as  they  come,And  the  Lord  of  the  harvest    ap  -  pear. 


^^^^^ 


e 


^^^ 


^^^ 


-/^— ^ 


2  Faitl  ful  is  Re  wtio  hath  promised  salvation, 

And  faithful  tliy  l>urden  of  sorrows  to  bear, 
Leading  the  penitent  safe  through  temptation,— 
Up  to  the  mansions  he  goes  to  prepare.    Cho. 

3  O,  mourner  bowed  down  o'er  the  sod  uewly-rlven. 

'Tis  love  hath  laid  on  tJiee  that  chastening  rod; 


Look  up  through  the  mists  of  thy  sorrows  to  heaven ; 
O  rise,  then,  and  toil  in  the  vineyard  of  God.    Cho. 

4  O,  youth  \\\  its  ardor,  and  manhood  in  glory , 
Yes!  infancy,  life's  path  as  yet  all  untrod; 
Sweet  childhood  with  bounding  step,age  with  locks  hoary, 
You  all  have  a  work  in  the  vineyard  of  God.    CHO. 


anNBRAL     CLASS    SONGS 

YE    SHALL    SHINE    AS    THE    STARS. 

THK  i.   s.    teacher's  RKWARD. 
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W.  A.  U. 


SUywly  ^HB    i.    S.     TEACHER'S    RKWARD. 


1.  Ye  shall  shine  as  the  stars  in   the  fadeless   forever.  Who  turn  imt(»    Testis    the   perishing  hire,  Who  so  kindly   are  ifarting:   the 


lamhs  to  the    Giver,Wliere  floweth  the  water  s.>  co'Winj;  and  o.lpai     Then  priiyeriully.  carefully  ^o  to  your  labors.  And   letd  with  then. 
-*-^  ■*-*■*-   t^   ■#-    1^    ■*-    -^    -^-m.-^    m    -f^    it   it'.it    it    it'.it    <t-^    ^    »    ■o-^ 


mmm 


^5Sf 


^ggirafeg&^^g 


:^id= 


wisely,  the  souls  Of  your  care.  And     never    forgetting:,  thougrh  i 
^    ^    ^   ^   ^    ^ 


spirit  they  hear. 


^iii 


2  There  are  sotils  that  look  yearninffly  into  your  faces, 

They're  catching  the  beams  of  the  heavenly  light;   , 
They  are  tnrning,  but  slowly,  from  sin's  desert  places, 

Into  the  beautiful  pathvray  of  right. 
Oh,  better  by  far  than  all  worldly  bestowment, 

fs  the  reward  which  your  labor  shall  win, 
Turning  to  righteousness,  souls  of  the  children; 

Stooping  to  gather  the  poorest  ones  ui. 

8  Old  ^Ime,  with  its  guerdon  of  honor  aud  treasure, 
So  a.^^-   will  be  lost  in  the  measureless  sea, 
But  yonder  a  crown  that  is  starred  with  the  glory 
Of  souls  for  thy  hire,  will  be  waiting  foj-  thee. 


Then  turn  not  thy  hand  from  the  work  that's  before  thee, 
?«ror  sulfer  thy  heart  to  grow  careless  and  cold; 

ITor  the  seeds  ye  are  sowing  with  patience  and  labor.. 
Ere  long  will  be  waving  in  harvests  of  gold. 

Then  work  with  a  will,  for  the  ages  are  being 

Condensed  in  a  cycle  of  measureless  years; 
The  tread  of  the  mighty  one  goeth  before  thee, 

Already  the  dawn  of  his  brightness  appears. 
IVot  long  shall  it  ba  till  the  Master  shall  call  thee, 

Not  long  till  the  time  of  thy  mission  is  o'er; 
Then  work  while  the  day  lasts,  and  ere  the  .uight  shade* 

Shall  gather  its  gloom,  and  ye  labor  no  r- 
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SENERAi,  CLASS  SOIfOS. 

HAPPY   WORLD   ABOVE, 


W.  A.  OQDEN. 


u-ti-ful    home     a    -    bovel    We'll  sing  ev  -  ennore 


On  that  gold 


ir^-zi=i:^^=f=t 


r-r^ir-f-^^rf 


en  shore,  In  that    beau-ti  -  ful  home    a 


#-^ ^—^- 


^^mm^^m^m^m^ 


-^-T 


m 


2  No  graves  shall  ever  open  there 
No  funeral  bell  be  tolled; 
No  clouds  shall  darken  In  the  air, 
No  winters  long  and  cold.    Cho. 

a  L.O,  there  the  white-robed  waiting  stand, 
They  watch  us  from  afar-. 


Still  voices  oome  from  yonder  land, 
Through  pearly  gates  ajar.    Cho. 

To  that  fair  land  we  haste  away, 

Beyond  the  starry  dome. 
To  spend  an  everlasting  day 

With  Christ  and  filends  at  houMk     OMO- 


GENERAL  CLASS  SOJSGS. 

CALVARY'S    HOLY    MOUNTAIN 
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A.   J. 


to      Calvary's       ho  -  ly    mountain,       Sin-ners      ru  -  ined      in     your    fall ;    Here     »     pure    and    heal  -  ing 
in      sor-row        and  con  -  tri  -  tion,    "Weak  and   wounded,    lame   and  blind;  Here   the    guil  -  ty       free    re- 


^^^m 


t-^ 


s± 


■f==^ 


,_^_ 


£==£= 


^^353 


t 


T^SZP- 


I 


V7-Zt. 


^^ 


E^f3^r= 


I^Si^^^^ii 


foun  -  tain.    Flows     for     ev    -    ery    guilt  -  y       soul.      In  » 

mis   -  sion.    Here     the    lost        a        re  -  fuge    find.  Health    this 


fuU, 
foun 


per    -    pe-tual        tide, 
tain       will  re    -   8xre, 


O    -    >eued 
He        that 


§^ 


i^^ 


V-J- 


^^=^- 


S 


^^^A 


^^^^^^^=^=$4^^Emf^-wm 


when       the       Sa  -  vlour    died;     In       a      lull,    per-pe-i>:»l       tide, 
drinks      shall    thirst    no     more ;  Health  this  fountain    wiU     re   -    store. 


Opened    when    the     &*r"X)ur     died. 
He    that  drinks  shall  thirst  no   more. 


£ 


g^^|=^^|g|ggg^^gg^gpiiS 
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GENERAL  rj..A88  fiON^a. 

BY  AND   BY. 


Afoderctu 


Words  and  Mubic  by  AUGUSTiiV  JC 

N        I 


-#■      -§-     -0-     *  -^    -0-     ' 


1.  We      shall 

2.  We      shall 
a.   W<       shall 


reach  the 
hear  the 
see       our 


cho    - 
bless 


mor  -  tal, 

swell  -  ing, 

Je    -    BUS, 


By  and  by , 
By  and  by, 
Bv      and      by. 


By  and 
By  and 
By      and 


bA 

by; 

bv; 


We  shall  pass  the 
Hear  the  saints  in 
When  from  sin       and 


—^—y  --p — r — r  — ^^ — ;/ — [- — r—^r — z-^ — ^— ^— r — ^t;^    '•    I — r 


gold  -  ..., 
rap   '    lure 
death     ii" 


tell 
treef 


Hv 
By 

Bv 


rtnd 
and 
and 


bv, 

by, 


By  and 
By  and 
By       and 


bv; 
bv, 
by; 


And  the  loved  who  've  gone  be  -  fore, 
Tell  -  ing  of  re  -  deem  -  ing  love, 
And        e    -    ter    -    nal       life       will        gain, 


m^A 


3=-s: 


♦-  ,  ^         -  -^         ••■         ♦•        ^(S>- 

-# • 1 "-^ ^-j b \ 


Hall. 


Wait     us        on      that    bet  -  ter  shoie,  Where  we '11  sing   for  ev    -    er  -  more, 

In          the  sweet  -  er  strains  a  -   hove,  And      we  '11  there  bis  good-ness   prove, 

Through  the  love   <if  Christ   the  slain.  And      we '11  sing   on  heav-en'a    plain, 

*_-     "^     _'^     J^^    _Ci_  ^--      -^      — -      ^--  -^      ---      -^ — 


By  and  by, 
By  and  by, 
By     and     by. 


By  and  by. 
By  and  by. 
By     and     bj. 


aiSJSTBRAL    CLASS    SOJSTG^. 


Word*  b» 
a.  W.  HUGHES. 


THE    GOLDEN    HARP    IN    GLORY. 


W.    A     OiyDH.^ 


w- 


1.  On  -  ward, 
Je  -    sus 


chll 
ev 


^.JZZ^fHIZ^ # ^-^  -# 0 #•         J         -"- L- J-X^»-J — i 0 

•        a-       •  -0-    --0 

reii,  do      not       tar    -    ry,  Thougli  the    cross   be       Hard   to  bear;  Stren^llitlj 
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i 


dren 
•    er  waits 


to     guide    you,    If     thou     to        thy    -   self      be    true;  Thv 


loushait  re- 
re  -  ward  wiii 


^mr. 


f=n^-f 


ll^^y^^l§g=gl 


CHORUS,  ff 

S        S        N 


t  reive  iroiii  lieav 
i  come  here   -  af 


en, 
ter, 

-m- 


chy 
the 


cour  -  age  faiJ    thee  here, 
land     beyond  the    bine.  There's  a 


goln  -  en    harp  tn 


glo 


T'f — f — ! — f'^ 


There's  a     gold  -  en     harp,  a    harp    in      glory 


5—2  .^._«_^._*=i;e_ 


And    a  spot  -  less  robe  for 


:i 


3=3 


-*— « 


3^ 


you. 


0-     #- 

When  you  reach  the 


-?=v 


=^- 


#— 


a 


holy 


'  a    robe  for  you, 

2,  Onward,  children,  do  not  tarry, 

There's  a  race  for  all  to  run : 
And  a  crown  will  be  your  portion, 

UHien  your  work  on  earth  is  done. 
Blessed  antjel  bands  are  watching 

Every  act  yon  daily  do; 
■ioon  you'll  i'itjn  the  crown  of  Jewels, 

In  the  lanof  tej-ond  the  hlue.    Cho. 


s 


(uty. 


In  the  land  beyond  the  blue. 


r  f  f  f"^  f  n 


'm^mm^ 


3.  Nobly  work  for  Jesus  ever, 

Pierce  the  clouds  which  gather  round; 
See!  the  pearly  gates  are  open, 

Hear  the  ang'els'  welcome  sound. 
Look  not  backward,  for  there's  danger; 

Ever  keep  the  throne  in  view ; 
Soon  we'll  see  the  golden  city, 

In  the  land  beyond  the  blue.    CHO. 
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Words  by 
CLARA  F.  BERRY. 

Aru^ante, 


GENERAL    CLASS    SOJSGS. 

GUIDE    AND    BLESS    US. 


•  Music  by 
W.  A.  OGDEN. 


I.  Guide  and  bless  us, 


Father,  Through,  the   toilsome  march  of    life;       Keep   us      ev -- er,     ev  -  er 


:^- 


I 


g 


lEEi3 


^?EEE£ 


^l^^^^^i^i 


uear    thee,  Keep    our    hearts        from      sin        and    strife.        Great    temp  -  ta    -    tions    lie 


:&:^: 


<9 

be  -  fore      us, 


i 


^ 


I 


I         And    we    fal  -  ter    at      the  sight;      Be  our  Guardian,  Guide  and  Saviour,   Thro' the  day    as    well    as  night. 


g  r/^;  r. 


t 


^     ^     V 


-0-    -0-    -0-'  -0-    -0- 


i=^- 


^« 


Guide  and  bless  us,  O  our  Father, 

In  the  long  and  toilsome  way; 
He  thou  watchful  o'er  our  footsteps, 

Lest  our  little  feet  should  stray. 
There  are  dangers  tliat  surround  us. 

There  arc  trials  we  must  meet; 
Be  a  light  uiito  our  pathsvay, 

And  Si. lamp  hu\.i>  «;»ni  feet. 


3.  Guide  and  bless  us,  O  our  Father, 

Little  children  though  we  be ; 
We  are  weak,  bat  thou  art  mighty, 

And  no  other  strength  have  we. 
And  when  life's  short  day  is  over, 

On  a  loving  Saviour's  breast, 
Bear  us  tenderly  to  heav^en, 

To  thine  ever-proBMised  rewtt. 


Words  by 
CHAS.  HOWARD. 


(GENERAL    CLASS  SON&3. 

I    LOVE   THE    LORD, 
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Music  b; 


C.  T.  DONDORK 


5  DV 

DOT 


g^^ppa^iig^^g^ 


1.  I     ^ove  the  Lord,  Ms  prais  -  es  sweet   I     dear  -  ly    love    to    sing; I'm   happy    In  the  Sahbath  school,  And 


PS 


^S 


y~r 


^ 


^ 


^^^#i^^^4g^M^44i^ 


!     here       his    praise  I'll  bring.  O'er   all      this  wide      ex  -  tend   -    ed   earth,  The   Son      of       Grod     did  roam ;  He 


# 


^ 


E^EE 


^feg^eM^^^gijira 


said,  L-et  children    come     to      me,    Of  such       is      my  bright  home.  Then,  O      my    soul,  be      on  thy  guard,  For 

%^ — 10 m m- 


ms 


i 


i^m^^ 


7=f=i 


2.  I  love  the  Lord  with  all  my  heart; 
His  promises  are  given; 
And  when  the  storms  of  life  are  o'er, 
He'll  bear  my  soul  to  heaven. 


He'll  give  me  wings  that  never  tire ; 

Putin  my  mouth  a  song; 
And  with  the  angels  I  will  sing 


Put  in  my  mouth  a  som 
nd  with  the  angels  I  wi  1 
His  pralftes  agea  loi>j?,    Cho, 


3.  I  love  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good; 

rutry  todohis  will; 
And  step  by  step  I'll  journey  on, 

Up  Zion's  shining  hill. 
And  when  the  gates  are  open  wide. 

We'll  see  each  other  there, 
And  wear  the  crowns  of  glory,  won 

By  faith  and  earnest  prayer     Cho, 
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nVNKRAL   CLASS   SONGS. 

Love    the    Lord."     Concluded. 


FUNERAL    BELL. 


FOR    FUNERALS. 


A.  O. 


Andante. 


1.  Harkl  to       the    sol  -  emn  bell,     Mournful  -  ly       pealing;  Wlvat    do       its    wail-  uige  tell,     OTi     the     ear      stealing? 


ly       pealing; 
2.  When    in     their  lone  -  ly    heds.  Loved  ones  are       ly  -  ing.  When  joy  •   ful    wings  are  spread.  To   heav  -  en       fly  -  ing, 


^^m 


^^0 


:.=^ 


Seem   they    not    thu?    to  say :  Loved  ones  have  passed   away,        Ash  -  es    with     ashes      lay?     List    to 
Won  Id  we     to      <?iii      ami  pain    Hall    back  their  souls    again  :W<°ave  round  their  hearts  the  chain  Severed 


its       pealing. 
In       ily  -  ingi 


s 


mMwmmmm^^^sM$i-^i^4i 


S.  No,  dearest  Jesas,  no! 
To  thee,  their  Saviour, 
Let  their  free  spirits  go, 
Bansomed  foievei-. 


They're  with  the  Joyous  throng, 
8ingln{»  tlie  rausomed  song; 
riiev  shall  thy  prais**  prolong. 
Ever  and  evex. 


^MNERAL    Ch4S^    S0NG8 

PRAISE    JEHOVAH'S    NAME     FOREVER. 


Spiritea 


W.  A.  O. 


t: 


I.  Praise  Je  -  ho  -  vah    tu    the  high  -   est!  Praise    his  uame   beyond      the  skies!  Praise 


lame   beyond      the  skies !  Praise  him  when   in      bed  thou 


sg^F=^i#t=P^l^^^^^fpig^^PP#^ 


# 0 #  J— • * ^ ^ -L-tS*  . « 0-    'J  ^  * #- 


if 


est,  Praise  him  when  from      bed  you        rise.    Praise    ye    hiru        ye      roll  -  ing    thun  -  4er,     Shak  -  ing 


ii^^^i^^^-l^^g^^jtjij::^^ 


:^1EEJ^? 


:^ 


a 


gi?IP^1ia 


earth's  founda  -  tion   vast ; 

H>  r         f     ^^^ 


Pointing    back 


to    deeds 


of    won 


der 


Done    for  men 


in      a  -  ges  past 

N 


^t-:?t 


2  Praise  ye  him,  ye  lightnings  darting 

From  the  black  and  riveii  cloud, 
Like  the  sinner's  soul  departing 

To  the  prison  of  the  proud. 
Praise  tliou  him,  O  mighty  ocean! 

Lashing  on  the  restless  shore, 
Praise  tiie  Father,  Son  and  Spirit, 

Praise  his  name  lorevermore. 


3  Sing  together,  stars  of  morning ; 

Shout  for  joy,  ye  sons  of  God! 
From  your  birth  the  heavens  adorning, 

Telling  all  his  power  abroad ; 
From  the  vast  and  wide  creation, 

Let  the  rapturous  anthem  ring, 
Christ,  tlie  Lord,  is  our  salva^tiou. 

Christ,  the  Saviour,  is  our  Klug. 
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&ENEHA1,    GLAUS    SUN&8. 

WONDROUS   STORY. 


Moderato. 


J.  A,  jtEIFER. 


p^^Ffel^^P^jgig^^^ii^^^^pipi: 


1.  Have  you    read    the  wondrous      sto    ~   ry,     Of     the     Saviour's      life       and  death?  How    ho      left       his 


$ 


wm 


er 

lii 


throne  of    glo  -  i-y,  And   fox     us      resigned  his  breath.  May     a     helpless  child  approach  him, Ana  his      tender 


3= 


IS 


e 


P 


-^— »- 


^^^^1 


pi    -    ty     crave?  Will 


not         be  deemed  encroach  -  ing?  Will    he      such       a 


mM 


ner      save  ? 


m 


2  Yes,  for  with  compassion  beaming 
From  his  kind  and  tender  eye, 
Wliile  with  love  his  words  are  teeming, 
Hear  the  blessed  Saviour  cry : 
*'  Come  and  welcome,  'tis  my  pleasure, 
Little  children  to  receive ; 
Those  who  seek  me  find  a  treasure 
Which  tht^  world  «\iTi  never  give." 


3  Lord,  1  come,  and  would  surrender 

All  I  am  and  have  to  thee. 
While  r  cry,  "  What  shall  I  renaer 

To  the  Lord  for  calling  me?  " 
While  on  earth  I'll  love  and  serve  thee, 

Praise  and  pray  with  every  breath. 
Then,  whene'er  thy  summons  calls  ma, 

Gladly  1  will  welcome  death. 


Words  by 
FANNY  CROSBY. 

Allegro. 


OKNERAL    CLASS    SON»S. 

SPARKLING   WATER 

TEMPERANCE    SON©. 
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Mnslo  by 
W.  A.  OGDEN. 


^ 


^ 


§»£ 


Mer  -  ry       laughing,  sparkling 

^     ^     ^     ^ ''     t- 


i 


wa  -  ter,  Down  the     hill  -  side 


flowing         free,    Making      all    so 


m 


fe 


CJETORUS. 


P^ 


he      vale      and      on       the      lea.     How       I     love    thee,  sparkling     wa  -  ter, 


bright  and    hap   -  py. 


9ii^^-4 


-w 
and 

F 


^M=fii^^m 


Pur  -  est,  pur  -  est    drink    for     me;    Mer  -  ry,  laughing,  sparkling  wa  -  ter,  Down  the  hillside    flowing     free. 
J^       J        J       J^        ^       •»•      ^      0      f^      0      At.^J^^  ^       m    .  M m O. 


i 


2  "Who  would  drain  the  flowing  goblet, 

Running  o'er  with  ruby  wine? 
Better  far  to  pledge  of  friendship, 
In  those  cooling  drops  of  thine.    Cho. 

3  See  the  bird  his  pinions  laving 

lu  thy  stream,  so  glad  and  free, 


Though  he  fills  the  air  with  music, 
He  would  languish  but  for  thee.    Cho. 

4  From  the  river  or  the  fountain, 
From  the  brooklet  or  the  rUJ, 
Merry,  laughing,  sparkling  watei, 
Thou  art  welcome,  welcome  st*ll.    CHO. 


BKNMRJUL    CLASS    SONBS. 


OUR    CHEERFUL    SABBATH    HOME. 


W.  A.  o«Dm. 


ModermU 


m^^^H^n^s^^^^ 


I.  Id     ibe     coldeu     Bunlicht,      •hlnlnjf  bright  »nd  fjdr.    On   our  cheerful    eiabbath    borne,  <  hrtstian  frlende  aii<i  t^sacher* 


-0 — m-»  *  -0- 


0,00 


0    '    0 — 0    '    0 — 0 0 


^W^.  \  l=f^^^^^ 


^rfzrrf     ^Ig-:^ 
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if=^ 
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5z=q?=i 


CHORUS. 

S      N    N 


^  4  jLjvjL^,  jjLFg^g^i^^ 


rl«d  ■•  ly    vmmM      •«      liere,      In     onr  «be«rftU     8abb»tb     borne.      W^e    will  aVast     tosreth  -'  er,  for     oar  hearts  are  rav . 


0       ,       0 0       i       »  P^- 


gyjj£;^giii±3trrr^ 


^^^^ 


4?I=1J 


'       'j     '        1^       ! 


gZTL 


r^^^ffiig^^^ 


A.S  the  bird  when  soarliur  on  its  wines  away,  Little  lambs  of  Jesns,  happy   we  will  be     In  our  cheerful  Sabbath  home. 

-#-■•-*•#•  -0-  -m-   '0-' ■0-0-'  -0-^ 

,+—■*—    .^-    .f—    4_    4—    4—^-    -f— 


T'^T—, ^-r-h  1 1 \ — i-~x-* r-1 \ — \0  i0  0  »0  0 — 0  10-0  »-g-g»— t-^-H w-i-0 — 0 


I  J«sa8  watcli«s  o'er  tis  witb  a.  ShepbiArA's  rmx; 
In  ont  cheerfal  Sabbath  bome ; 
He  trill  kindly  llsteu  to  oar  simple  prarer 
la  aor  cheerful  Sabbatli  boaae.    Cmo 


8  (lentle,  loving  Saviour,  may  thy  spirit  dwell 
Ip  our  cheerful  Sabbath  home ; 
Here  thy  tender  mercy,  O,  'tis  sweet  to  tell. 
In  our  cheerful  Sabbath  boot's     0«o 


Wwds  pArtly  toy  W.  ▲.  O 

Earnestly.  y^ 


GXNSJiAL  CLASS  SONGS. 

WHY   STAND   YE    HERE    IDLE? 
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W.  JL.  OGDEN. 


1.  Why  stand  ye  here    i  -  die  all    day  ?  The  fields  to  the  harvest  are  white ;  Come  friend  and  come  neighbor,The 

2.  "Why  plead  that  ye  have  not  been  hired  ?  The  Lord  of  the  harvest     to  -  day  Will  glad  -ly    re  -  ceive  you,  And 

3.  But  woe,  there's  a  woe  hath  been  said  To    i  -  dlers  who  stand  at  their  ease;  They'll  fall  by  the   way  At    the 


cry  is  to  la  -  bor  To-  day  while  the  sunshine  is  bright.  To-day  while  the  sunshine  is  bright,To- 
sure-ly  will  give  you  What -ev  -  er  is  right— hear  him  say,  "  Go  work  to  the  close  of  the  day,  Go 
close  of    the    day  When  the  Mas-ter    shall  "gather  his  sheaves."  They  fail  in    the  work  and  the  race.They 


^ii£i 


day  while  the  fields  are  all  white,  Oh !  waste  not  away  life's  harvesting  day,  For  no  man  can  labor   at     night, 
work  to    the  close  of  the  day,"  Your  wages  will  be  the  harvesting  fee,Whichthe  Lord  ofthe  harvest  will  pay. 
fail  in  the  work  and  the  race,Their  work  is  undone  And  their  race  is  unwon,  And  they  sink  in  their  own  disgrace 

N   ,N      ,^  -^       ^  ^  1*^  n 

# — ^-.--T— # — 0 — #-H — i F-r-0 — 0 — 0 — 0—0'^m  --r  0^-0 


4  But  rest,  there's  a  rest  which  remains 
To  those  who  are  true  to  the  fold; 
The  Saviour'!]  receive  theiu,  and  surely  will  give  them 
A  crown  which  is  richer  thtiu  gold. 


A  crown  to  the  laborers  giv'n, 
A.  crown  to  the  laborers  giv'n, 
A  crown  bright  and  (iiir,  and  a  robe  they  shall  wear, 
In  their  home  with  the  angels  in  !i«?5iv'n. 
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9»NXEAL   CLASS   SONGS. 

SOWING   AND    REAPING. 


indcmte. 


W.  ▲.  O. 


^##j;^ 


?=i 


** 


f 


pa5 


i-i    i:i    *  ^ 


I.  Are   we     sowing  seeds   of   kindness?     They  shall  blossom  bright  ere  long.       Are    we     sowing  seeds    of 


m 


^-^ 


i=f 


PffitfifeJjLiii 


^ 


ITZ^ 


fzt 


^ 


i 


j:  j'    j:  i    i-ii^iii 


^ 


^ 


to    wrong.     Are      we       sowing     seeds     of         hon  -  or? 


discord?       They    shall     ri  -  pen      in 


^=f 


^^ 


^ 


#-r 


#-r 


z£: 


Ppil 


^^i^liKi'J'J'^^ 


i^E^3^ 


I 


iH=8: 


Tney  shall  bring  forth  golden  grain.  Are  we 

N 


sowing  seeds  of   falsehood?  We  shall  yet  reap  bit  -  ter  pain. 


m 


^m 


A  j^  ;.  j^ 


m 


i^f^m 


m 


ZSr 


m 


T^ 


^^-T-d 


-^ 


Seeds  of  good  or  ill  we  scatter 
Heedlessly  along  our  way; 

Bat  a  glad  or  grievous  fruitage 
WaitB  us  at  the  harvest  d«r. 


2  We  can  never  be  too  careful, 

What  the  seed  our  hand  shall  sow; 
Love  for  love  is  sure  to  iii>en, 
Hate  for  hate  is  sure  to  cnrow. 


9SWHRAL  CLASS  SOlfffS. 

ANY   ROOM    FOR   JESUS. 
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Moderato. 


A.OGDKN. 


mmm^^^m^^^mMn 


1.  Have  we  any    room  for     Jesus?  When  we  gather,  shall  we  say  That  the  <  oil' wers  of   the  Master  Have  no  time  for  prayer  lo-dayt 

2.  Have  we  any    time  for     Jesus?   Lit -tie  children,  you  and    I,When  a  few  more  days  are  ended.  Must  have  room  and  time  to  die. 

3.  Have  we  any    time  for     Jesus?  When  we  gather,  shall  we  say  That  the  foll'wers  of  the    Master    Are  not  fol  -  low-ers  to-day? 


Iv* 


fct^=K 


m 


&—» — a- 


;EtEiE§^5Ej 


ipizjt 


a 


#-H*- 


-V— i/- 


-iAn^- 


IP^^S^^^P^ 


He   was  cradled  in     a    man-ger.  His  own  angels  sang  the  hymn  Of     rejoic-lng   at     his    coming.  Yet  there  was  no  room  for  him, 
Are   we   nobler,  wis  -  er,  bet  -  ter.  Are  we    purer  now  than  they  V  Have  we  any  room  for    Je-sus     In    the    life  we  live  to-day? 
Room  for  Jesus,  King  of  glo  -  ryl  Time  for  him  all  times  o  -  bey  I  It  was  him  who  died  to    save  us;  Have  we  love  for  him  to-day? 


^ 


t^ 


^* 


U^ 


^^^s^^mmM 


^-^ 


:^-?i=^ 


^ 


-V— W-'-' 


CHORUS. 


^i^^sgsg 


Have  we  an  -  y    room  for    Je  -  sus?  When  we  gather,  shall  we  say  That  the  foU'wers  of  the  Master     Are  not    fol-low-ers  to-day? 


mi 


f=±=^=t 


-^ 


^ 


Sr-H 


->'— W- 


ijfzzp: 


f± 


■-v— V 


:?T' 
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GKNKRAL    ChASS    SONOS. 

HEAVEN    IS   MY   HOME, 


i 


flJ  Ij 


pmuu^ 


±z^ 


1.  I'm 


'V 27" 

my  home ;  Earth    is 


but 


a      stranger   here,  Heav'n  is 


Wi — 9 G       ^ » w~^ — zsr 

desert  drear,  Heav'n  is      my  home ; 


ytjP  f  }\^^^4^M''^f  f  hfUll  f  f 


-<»- 


tr ■ — ■-» — p — e  '  e>    p    Fi»     p    o 


^ 


r  r  (*  T  r  t  f  r  ^  

Danger     and  sorrow  stand  Round  me  on      ev'ry    hand ;  Heav'n  is     my    fatherland,    Heav'n  is    my    home, 


ag 


I 


■^ 


^^^ 


^ 


2.  What  though  the  tempest  rage? 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
Short  is  my  pilgrimage; 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
Time's  cold  and  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  over-past; 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


8.  There  at  my  Saviour's  side, 
Heaven  is  my  home. 
I  shall  be  glorifled, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  love  most  and  best, 
There,  too.  I  soon  shall  rest. 
Heaven  is  my  home. 


;?ords^y__     WE'LL   GO   TO   OUR   FATHER'S   HOME.     c.T"A%aiK. 


CHAS.  HOWARD. 


i 


fc5ES 


s 


J 


^ 


ws^mm^ 


^ 


ti3 


i 


?^ 


w^ 


-^^ 


1.  C'      yes,  well  go     to  our    Fath-er's     home,    Above        tn  that  beautl  -  ful  land;    And  with  the  angels  we  shall  roam.  A- 


i 


mmEm^:^ 


iffis^ 


■^—4—4 — # 


P — P — P- 


GXirSEAL   CLASS  SONGS. 

"We'll    go  to  our    Father's    Home."     Concluded 
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¥iiiu^\^^m 


m^  nn^m 


r=T***=^ 


f==« 


bove     m     that      beautl  -   ful    land.    Of     our  bright  home  we'll  never    tire,      A  -  bove   In    that      bt-autl  -    fuJ     land ;   We'll 


^S 


#^ 


m 


e^g 


?=? 


v—^ 


CHORUS. 


H  n  iij  i^i\i±$m^i^^^s^mi 


F"^^ 


join    the  sweet  an  -gel  -  Ic  choir,      A-bove       In      that    beautl  -  ful    land.       Beau-  tl  -  ful  laud;   beautl  -  ful  land;  Bright 

-hi       hnr,      ^    -^ —  I     h    hi    - — ^' — • ^ 


^ 


'^ 


-d—^ 


i 


^  .  t      I        &  I 


tr-^ 


home    of     the      an-   gel-  Ic   baud;    O,      we    will  round  the  Saviour     stand.  Far    above,  in     that    beautl -ftu     land. 


^ 


mm 


^ 


-gt 


2.  Yes,  rivers  of  crystal  round  the  throne  flow, 

Above  in  that  oeautiful  land; 
And  heavenly  fruits  forever  grow, 

Above  in  that  beautiful  land; 
The  angels  fair  are  robed  in  white, 

Above  In  that  beautiful  land; 
The  Saviour  is  the  city's  light, 

▲bove  lu  that  beautiful  land.    Cho. 


S.  Our  trials  and  troubles  all  will  eease, 

Above  in  that  beautiful  land ; 
For  everything  is  perfect  peace, 

Above  In  that  beautiful  land: 
The  city's  streets  are  paved  with  gold, 

Above  in  that  beautiful  land ; 
The  love  of  Cod  wiU  ne'er  grow  old. 

Above  in  that  beautiful  'ajad.    Cvto, 
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BBNERAL    CLASS    SONOS. 


Words  by  L.  C.  LORD. 
Moderato. 


LIGHT  Will  GREET  THEE,  BY  AND  BY. 

Written  for  Silver  Song  by  t.  M.  BUSKHOLDIB. 


t=t 


^ 


r:^ 


-^^- 


Is     thy      trembling  heart  aweary.    Are  thy   footsteps   almost  goae, 
Does  life    seem  a       wea-ry  burden,—  Omit.    - -- 


Courage,  brother,    struggle  on  I  Bear  it  cheerful- 


ly   and  bravely,   Bo  not  stop  to    weep  or   sigh, 


Af-ter  night  the  morning  dawneth,  Light  will  greet  thee   by  and  by. 


Chorxjv*. 


f=£=i 


i=t: 


mm 


mm 


±i=^ 


1==t-=i 


By  and  by  the  morning  dawneth,  By  and  by,  By  and  by,  Th^'  thou  see'st  no  sign  of  dawning.  Light  will  greet  thee  by  and  bj- 


2  Is  thy  spirit  sad  within  thee  ? 

Raise  thy  heart  in  earnest  prayer. 
Trust  a  Father's  loving  kindness, 

Trust  a  Father's  tender  care. 
Call  upon  him  in  thy  sorrow. 

He  will  hear  thy  falt'ring  cry. 
Though  thou  see'st  no  sign  of  dawulntr 

Lljebt  ehall  Kreel  the«  l)y  and  by.    Ch 


3  Has  thy  spirit  grown  aweary  ? 

Do  not  falter  in  the  strife  I 
God  lias  work  for  thee,  my  brother. 

As  thou  tread'st  the  path  of  life. 
Darkness  may  obscure  thy  pathway  ; 

Clouds  may  gather  in  the  sky; 
Storms  may  rage,  but  do  not  murmur. 

Light  shall  gretjt  thee  by  and  by.    CHO. 


r.«.Fr^?3ia««o».    PILGRIM,    ART  THOU  WEARY? 
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A.  O. 


JmdMnU, 


mm^ 


^m^^ 


^hj:  i  i^  ^nM 


1.  Lit  -  tie     pil  -  grim,  art  thou   weary,    Bending  'neath    thy     heavy       load  ?       As  thou  pas  -  sest  thro'  llie 

2.  Bear    up    bravely,  look    to     Je  -  sus,  He    who    bore    the  cross  for     thee ;    When  he    comes   again      in 


S 


Fttf  tff :  f  [  I  g  s ;  mpiitFftI 


^^^-^.^^.uu^^sms^^s^^^mm 


des  -  ert,    Drear  -  y,     drear  -  y       is     thy    road.       Does  thy  cross     feel        ver  -  y     heav  -  y,        Pressing 
glo   -  ry.     Hap-  py,     hap-  py  thou  shalt    he.        Lookhe-yond      the        skies   a- bove    thee;    See    that 


FrnTrm^^^M=M^M^f 


m^^m^m^^^^^'  !■  J  i'l  ^-Uij 


on        thee    all    the    day?     Canst  thou  see      no    light  around  thee?  Canst  thou  see      no   cheering     ray? 
shin  -  Ing,  shin  -  ing  crown!  Press    a -long;  thy    Saviour  calls  thee ;  Lay  thy    wea  -  ry     bur -den    down. 


t=t 


^^-^tH^ 


n\\\]-y\m\\\\-mm^ 


w^—'m- 


S^ 


t^ 
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i^EJS^KIiAJj   CLASS  SON-GS. 


Words  frotti 


"Young  Reaper."'  HANK      CaUD      FUR      THE       DlDLt.       Music  by  W.  W.  WHITNEY. 


^Spirited 


sing, J>^'S. 


^     ,    bring,  sing, "^'^ 


bring,  we  will  bring,  Praise  to  him  we  will  sing,we  will  sing. 


isi 


t:    4L 


jt.'  ^  ^ 


fe£ 


?-^ 


^— ^ 


-^— ^ 


we    will  bring,  we 

2  In  the  Bible  we  read  of  a  beautiful  land. 

Where  sorrow  and  pain  never  come; 

For  Jesus  is  there  with  a  heavenly  band, 

And  'tis  there  he's  prepared  us  a  hontt?. 


rl 


will  sing. 


Jesus  calls,  shall  we  stay?  (shall  we  stay?) 
No,  we'll  gladly  obey,  (we'll  obey,) 
For  Jesus  Is  there  with  a  heavenly  band, 
And  'tis  there  he's  prepared  us  a  home. 

3  Thank  God  for  the  Bible  !its  truth  o'er  the  earth 

We'll  scatter  with  bountiful  hand ; 
But  we  never  can  tell  what  a  Bible  is  worth. 

Till  we  go  to  that  beautiful  land. 
There  our  thanks  we  will  bring,  (we  will  bring,) 
There  with  angels  we'll  sing,  (we  will  sing,) 
And  its  worth  we  can  tell  when  with  Jesus  we 
In  heaven,  that  beautiful  land.  [dweD* 


BEITERAL   CLASS  SO/TWI. 

TRAVELING    HOME. 


78 


Words  and  Masic  by 
GEO.  A.  STEARNS. 


\l.  ^\'e  re  traveling  borne  to  heaven  above.  To  heaven  •©  bright  and  fair.  Where  Jesns  reUns,  and  all  le  love,  And  where  bright  angels  are. 


i 


^ife 


"^     -^    ■%■-»■     '  '    -0-      -0-    -^   -0-     *  ^ 


i5« 


v\'e  will  not  fear  whate'er  oppose.  Well  sunder  ev'-rr;    snare ;      For    Je-sus  leads  us    all  the  way.  And  waits  to  crown  us  there 


F   y   y   ^ 


t=t 


m 


^^^ 


s 


1 — rr 


r-T-r 


CHORUS.   ff 


*-^   0      0    A      d f 


feBfJ^T^^^ 


glo  -  ryl         Je  -  sua    Is     our    lead   -  erl       Glo  -  ryl       glo  -  ryl 


Je  -  SUB    is       our 


Sing. 


0-      \  \  •0-        ■0-        ■0-        ■0-        •0-      -0-       \  S 


1  <  )ur  cares  we  trust  on  Jeans'  love. 

As  daily  we  press  on; 
^nd  seek  to  know  and  do  his  will. 

With  every  rising  sun. 
We  trust  to  one  who  knows  the  way, 

And  all  the  way  has  trod 
This  world  of  sin,  this  world  of  teil^ 

To  lead  us  home  to  God.    CHO. 


8  What  worthy  tribute  shall  we  bring 

To  him  who  leads  us  on? 
To  him  who  guards  us  all  the  way. 

And  sweetly  whispers  "Come"? 
"  Come  unto  me  ye  weary  ones. 

With  sin  and  care  oppressed, 
Come  onto  me  ye  sln-sick  ionla, 

Aad  I  will  give  yo^  rest."   OHO* 


4  O  come  with  us,  all  ye  that  hear. 

To  that  fair  realm  of  light; 
Come,  see  the  Saviour  oii  his  throne, 

And  all  his  angels  bright. 
Jesus  will  gently  lead  you  on. 

Thro'  this  dark  world  of  woe. 
And  crown  yoli  wheh  yottr  Jonmey'i 

And  tone  yonr  harps  ams^.   Chq. 


u 


9MNXBJLL  CLASS  SOXTOB. 

ONLY  ONE   CROSSING. 


4 


W.  A.  OODEN. 


mtr^^^^^^mmiUj^^^ 


1.  On 

2.  On 

3.  On 


one 
one 
one 


ci«>S8ing 
crossing 
crossing 


ver, 
ver, 
ver, 


Wa  -  ters      all     dark     and 
Far    from    the     cares     of 
Sad  -  ness,  and  shroud,  and 


wide,      Storms  on     the    fear  - 
earth,      Man-sions     of    rest 
bier,        FlU  -  Ing      an    hour 

j^5_ 


fkil  bll  -  lows, 
are  o  -  pen, 
of     part -Ing, 


m^^s^^^^m^^m^^^^ 


^3 


^ 


STi^ 


Peace  on 
There  is 
Then      I 


the  oth  -  er 
life's  new  -  est 
shall     en    -   ter 


side ;  On  -  ly     one     scene     of     an  -  guish,      Sor  -  row     in     sa«l 

birth.        Look  when  the     fond    eyes  clo  -  sing.      Speak  of     the  sweet 
thftre.  On  -  ly       a      night     of     tri    -    al.       Borne  on     the    swell 


words 
re  - 
-  Ing 


told, 
pose, 
tide. 


J^^ 


^^^^^^^^^^m 


tt=i^ 


mm 


CHORUS. 


f^^mm^W^^^^^msM 


Then  a  sweet  sound  of  stng  -  ing. 
Far  fi-om  the  land  of  mourn-ing, 
Then    In     my       Sa-viour's    pre  -  sence 


Softened      by      harps     of        gold. 

Heaven    shall     soon     dis   -  close 

I     shall    for  -  e'er       a    -    bide. 


On 


ly     one    «ross-ing       o    -    ver  I 


r—r  ^     >z=;7„-4- ^rL^ ^^p-^— ir-V-t-      t/  ^  P-F-^V     l>     L>     I- 


&ENXMAL  CisASS   SONGH. 

''  Only  One  Crossing,"  Concluded. 


76 


ti\trT&ttii^^tu^l  i  i  T^ 


:j      J    J    ;-3T3 


On    -    ly     one    cross-ing       o    -    verl       On    -    ly     one    cross-ing      o    -    verl      And  then    we'll  rest       In      heaven. 


r      r ^ »    I    P    • — , C ^ f -,-*—» r. 


i^-5*==B 


5=5=f 


ii 


DENNIS.     S.  M. 


ilA  \   i\  j-zj-j-iai  ^  Hi  i  Ii 


5r"-t: 


How 


[en     -     tie 

J— 4?:. 


€K>d>a        eesa  -  iMuid*,      How  kind 


Me 


pre    -    cepts       we;       Come, 


^J=^ 


J  r  1^ 


i 


I 


^ 


f=^ 


f=f 


^ 


^ 


^^ 


^ 


jztia^-^    i 


:i=5=^ 


f 

his  feet,  And        trust 


cast  your         bur     -     den  at 


Us 


con     -     stant     cau'e. 


9: 


5==J: 


i=;s^ 


-J^^ 


*   f.tU 


.^ii^scz; 


pi 


p 


s 


pp^ 
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aXlfXItAJL  CLASS  SONBS. 

PILGRIM'S    MANSION. 


W.  A.  O. 


I.  Traveling  thro'  this  world  of  sorrow.  Longing  for  a  heavenly  rest.  Looking  for  a  bright  to-morrow,  In  the  mansions  of  the  blest; 

4- 


Thug  I  Joumev  ^m  toward  heaven,  To  the  mansions  of  the  blest,  Where  the  crown  to  me  Is  giv  -  en,  And  I     shall  for-ev  -  er   rest. 


Siigi? 


^ 


# — 0 — •■ 


^P^i 


2  Mow  1  bid  farewell  to  sorrow, 

And.  to  siu  a  loug  adieu, 
For  I  see  the  bright  to-morrow, 

And  my  crown  appears  in  view; 
For  I  see  the  angels  walking 

All  around  the  "golden  throne;" 
And  I  hear  them  sweetly  talking 

Of  my  blissful  heavenly  home. 

3  Yonder  rolls  a  turbid  river. 

Just  between  the  shore  and  me, 
Where  the  pilgrim  rests  forever, 

And  from  toil  and  pain  I'm  tree, 
bonder  stands  a  beauteous  mansion, 

Shaded  by  life's  fairer  tree, 
And  I  hear  my  Saviour  saying, 

"Pilgrim,  this  was  built  "for  thee." 

4  Oh,  the  thoughts  that  now  come  o'er  me, 

As  I  think  of  heaven,  my  home; 
As  I  hear  the  Saviour  call  me, 
When  he  bids  the  pilgrim  come. 


Now  I'm  coming  o'er  the  river; 

Saviour,  now  I  come  to  thee; 
For  I  hear  the  angels  singing, 

'*  There's  a  mansion  there  for  thee.' 

5  There  a  crystal  stream  Is  flowing, 

From  the  blessed  Saviour's  throne; 
There  the  saints  are  ever  growing 

Into  pleasures  yet  unknown. 
Hear  the  saints  and  angels  singing. 

In  the  shade  of  life's  fair  tree ; 
Hear  their  melodies  sweet  ringing, 

"Pilgrim,  this  we  share  with  thee.' 

6  Now  I  enter  into  heaven, 

Enter  through  the  pearly  gates, 
And  my  crown  to  me  is  given, 

And  eternal  bliss  awaits. 
Now  I  enter  In  that  mansion, 

Shaded  by  life's  fairer  tree, 
And  I  join  the  angels  singing 

Praise  t<.»  fclim  that  died  for  nae. 


VTords  from  "  Thtti 
„Moderato. 


GKNKRAL     CLASS    SONGS, 

KEEP  ON  PRAYING. 


77 


j^^gj^^j^ij  j  mmm^^m 


1.    Long  my  spirit  pined  in  sorrow,  "Watching,  waiting  all  in  vain;  "Waiting  for  a  golden  morrow.  Free  from  worldly  care  and  pain. 


^^^g^^ 


^^^ 


^=t 


^ 


i 


-m — « — «-^ 

■*  ■*  -  r  . 

Wlien  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  »aytng.  In  the  accents  of  a  friend,  "  Cheer  up,  brother,  keep  on  praying.  Keen  on  praying  to  the  end." 


:«7Y- 


When  our  wayward  tho'ts  are  straying,"When  God's  mercy  seems  delayIng,Then  In  faith  we'll  keep  on  praylng,Keep  praylnp;  to  the  end. 

■^f-f--^-^f--f^:^    I      I      N     N     N     N  !       !       ,N     N     N     N  *     -    .         ( 
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2  Ye,  who  sigh  for  holy  pleasures. 

Ye,  who  mourn  your  load  of  sin, 
Keep  on  praying ;  heavenly  treasures 

In  the  end  yoti're  sure  to  win 
Wrestle  with  the  Lord  of  glory 

Lay  your  troubles  at  his  feet, 
PleaMl  with  faith  In  Calvary's  story^ 

TUl  row  Joys  are  all  oompl«te< 


t-t 


3  How  the  angel-band  rejoices 

"When  a  kneeling  mortal  prays; 
Hear  them  cry  in  heavenly  TOlces, 

"  Keep  on  praying  "  all  your  days. 
Pray  until  you  reacn  fair  Canaan, 

Beach  the  pearly  gates  of  day, 
Then  your  bliss  shall  end  in  glory, 

▲m  shall  never  pass  away. 
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Words  from  '*  HaUan's  Monthly. 


tUBJf^JBMAL   CLASS  SOJST^S, 

HOME   OF  THE   BLEST, 


Muslv^  by  A.  S    HAYDEN. 


1.    O    when  ehall  I  dwell  in    a    mansion  all  bright,  And  Jesus    my  Saviour  be-hold? 


Or       walk  by  his  side  JSke  an 


an  -  Rel      of    light.    In       *        ci   -  ty 


all    irarnlshed     with  gold? 

-k # » » 1 


Home    of     the    blest  1     Home  of 


:t=t 


the   blff't! 
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When  wilt  thou  ey  -  er    be    mine? 


Home    of    the  blest  I  Home  of 

m    tL   tit:     ^   If 


the  blest  I  Soon  shall  thou  ev 


er    be    mine. 


■/?  No  jjeari  from  the  ocean,  or  gold  from  the  mine, 
(Jan  pardon  or  purity  buy; 
I'll  trust  in  the  blood  of  a  SaAdour  divine, 
And  cling  to  the  cross  'till  I  die.    Cho. 

3  ITiough  light  are  the  sorrows  that  burden  the  child, 
And.  gentle  th*»  ♦vempest  of  woe ; 


I  long  for  the  land  which  was  never  aeflled, 
To  the  throne  of  the  blest  would  I  go.    Cho. 

4  But  while  I'm  a  stranger,  away  from  my  home, 
I'll  toil  in  the  vineyard  and  pray: 
I'll  carry  the  cross  while  I  think  of  the  crown. 
And  watch  for  tibe  break  of  the  day.    Cho. 


Woxdfl  by  3.  MeDOUeAL. 


HOME   AT   LAST. 


SUITABLC     FOH     FUMXKALS 


W^A.-^«L 


^ 


^ 


^ 


i 


s 


^ 


iM 


i 


Safe  -  ly  reached,  the    splr  -  It 


1.    Home    at     last,  they're  home  at     last, 
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land; 
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Through  the  chill  -  Ins     wa  -  ten 
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passed,    Land-ed      on       the      pearly    strand;     A     pll  -  grim       band,     their    voy-age         o'er. 


At  home,   at 
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REFRAIN,    mf 


pp  rail. 
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rest         tor  -  ev  -  er  -  more.     Home    at     last,  they're  home  at     last  I 
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Home  at   lastl       Home    at 
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2  Home  at  last,  in  glory  now. 
Gathered  with  the  angel  band, 
Standing  with  the  jeweled  brow, 
And  the  golden  harp  in  hand. 
No  toil,  no  care,  no  suflfering. 
They've  rested  from  their  wanderlnK. 


3  Home  at  last,  our  Father's  home. 
Sainted  ones  are  meeting  there; 
Hand  in  hand  in  love  they  roam. 
Singing  of  the  joy  they  snare. 
Oh,  song  of  songs,  music  sublime, 

.     The  chorus  rings  through  endless  time. 


i  Home  at  last,  how  sweet  the  thought. 
Oh,  bliss  unknown  to  gather  there. 
And,  in  his  sinless  image  wrought. 
The  robe  of  purity  to  wear. 
We'll  dwell  within  that  bright  abode. 
Where  ransomed  spirits  dwell  with  Qo4. 
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aamRAj.  class  sonbs. 

ANGELS   HIGH    IN    GLORY,      w. 


L.  M.    Air.  by  W.  A.  O. 


m^^^^^ 


1.    Hark,  the  notes  of    an  -  gels  high  In    glo  -  ry,  Where  the  blessed 


Je  -  sus    reigns ;     Hear  them  chanting  forth  the 
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pleas -ing     sto  -  ry         Of      his      love,     In    sweet -est     strains, 


Loud  their  gold  -  en     harps    are    ring 
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Tune  -  fill    voic-es    sweetly    sing -ing;       Hap-py    an  -  gels,    hap  -  py    an  -  gels,  We  would  join  you  in  your  song. 


2  Glory,  honor,  wisdom,  miglit  and  blessing, 
Endless  praise  to  Christ  belongs; 
For  his  boundless  love  is  never  ceasing; 

Nor  do  ang(?ls  cease  their  songs. 
Bending  low  they  all  adore  him, 
('asting  all  their  crowns  before  him; 
Crying  Glory!  Hallelujah! 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb ! 


3  We  would  join  the  ever-pleasing  chorus, 
Join  in  humbler  strains  to  sing 
Praises  to  him  for  the  love  he  bore  us, 
Plraise  to  Christ,  our  heavenly  King. 
Evermore  his  love  be  telling; 
Evermore  his  praises  swelling; 
Hallelujah!  halleluiah ! 
Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb  I 


GENERAL   CLASS  SONGS. 


MARCHING   WITH    BANNER   AND   SONG. 
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Spirited 


Words  and  music  written  expressly  for  this  work  by  D.  MOURY. 

I 


1.  Marching,  we're  marching  with  banner  and  song,    Marching  to  conquest  with  right  against  wrong ;  Christ  is  our  lead-  er,  the 


vic'try  we'U  win,  Vict'ry  o'er  Sa  -  tan  and    sin. 
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March 

Marching    along, 

I        I        I 


.    .  March ing    a- 

we're  marching  along,  Marching,we're  marching  with 


Ing     a  -  long, 
e're  marc 
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long,    .... 
banner  and  song.   Christ 


is      our    lead 
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er,     the    vie  -  fry   well     win,  Vic  -  fry    o'er     Sa  -  tan    and       aln 
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2  Faith  is  our  helmet,  and  Hope  Is  our  shield, 

Love  is  our  watchword,  the  foeman  must  yield ; 
Marching  right  onward,  with  Jesus  we'll  win 
Vict'ry  o'er  Satan  and  sin.— Cho. 
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/         •  I 

3  Come,  little  soldiers,  and  join  the  great  throng, 
Follow  our  leader  with  banner  and  song ; 
Jesus  will  guard  us  while  vict'ry  we  win, 
Vict'iy  o'er  Satan  and  sin.— CHO 
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WoTda  furnished  by 
KIZZIE  McCULLOUGH. 

Oently. 


GENERAL   CLASS   SOJUrOS. 


THE   GOLDEN    GATE. 


Music  by  W,  A.  OODEK. 


^^m^^=^^m^^^m 


1.  Would     my  lit  -    tie     chil  -  dren  linow,  Wliere  the  peace  -  ful  -ra  -  ters  flow, 

2.  Yon    -    der  is       the  "Gold  -  en    Gate,"       All  a  -  round   the  an   -  gels  wait; 

3.  Near     there  is        a     broad  -  er     way,  Where  the    thoughtless  and       the  gay 

4.  Chil  -  dren,  turn    not       to        the     right  Nor  the     left;    but  in         the  light 
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Where   the  sweet-est 

There     the  nar  -  row 

Throw  their  price  -  less 

Of      the  gos  -   pel. 
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is  straight, 
a  -  way, 
and  bright. 

A   -   long 
Dear    chil   - 
For  -  get    - 

Seek 

the    path 
dren,    en     - 
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their 
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life?                Where 
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God,                 There 
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the     mea  -  dows     are 
the     shep  -  herd    feeds 
the     gate       is          o   - 
ter    through  the    "  Gold 

more  green, 

his     sheep, 

pened    wide, 

-  en      Gate," 
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Wlif-re  the  bright-est    birds     are  seen,  Wliere  the  -  skies     are      all         se-rene.    And  where  tbere    is      no  strife. 

ilcre  the  lambs    se  -  cure  -    ly  sleep,    Here  the  foun  -  tain's   pure    and  deep,    To    wash      a  -  way   our  sin. 

Viid  the  tempt-er    stands      a  -  side,       Lur  -  ing  on        the    thoughtless  tide,      A  -  down    the  dread-ful  road. 

'Vhere  the       hap  -  py      an   -    gels  wait,  Where  the  nar  -  row     path      is  straight.  Leading        up     to  heaven. 
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GENERAL    CLASS    SONGS. 

The  Golden  Gate,"  Concluded, 


8S 


CHORUS. 
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En-ter  the  "  Golden  Gate/ 
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En-ter  the  "  Golden  Gate, 
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-long  the  narrow  way,    En-ter  the  "  Golden  Gate. 
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THE    STRAY    LAMB, 


W.  A-  O. 
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1st  time, 


FINE. 


1.    A  lit  -  tie     lamb       ror  -  sook    the      fold      And      wandere 


wandered     far         a    -    way, 

In      mountain     for    -    ests      dark    and    cold,    Where ev' -  ery     dan  -   ger        lay; 

D.C.    And      far      up  -  on        that      mountain    track      The shephei-d's  voice     was    heard. 
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hepherd  called   ihe  wanderer  back  With  many  a    ten  -  der  word 
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2  He  followed  on  through  depths  profound. 

In  darkness  and  in  storm, 
Till,  on  the  mountain's  utmost  bound, 

He  saw  its  trembling  form. 
He  took  the  lamb  upon  his  breast, 

To  shield  it  from  the  cold, 
And  safely  laid  it  down  to  rest 

Within  the  guaarded  fold. 


3  Twas  1  that  strayed  so  far  away, 
'Twas  /  the  Saviour  found; 
/  in  his  gentle  bosom  lay, 
By  love  securely  bound. 


O,  loving  Shepherd,  I  will  keep 

Forever  near  thy  side. 
And  follow  with  thy  faithful  sheep, 

My  Savioiir  and  my  Guide. 
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SOPRAJfO  SOLO. 


GENERAL    CLASfi    SONGS. 

WHO    ARE    THESE? 

Rf,V.  7:  13-17, 
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W.  A  OGWBN. 
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1.  Who  are  these  like  stars  appearing.  These  before  God's  throne  who  stand  ?  Each  a  golden  crown  is  wearing ;  Who  are  all  tliis  glorious 
|2,Who  are  those  in  dazzling  brightness,Clothed  in  God's  own  righteousness  ?  These  whose  robes  of  purest  whiteness  Shall  all  lustre  still  pos- 
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WTio  are  these  like  stars  appearing.  These  before  God's  throne  who  stand  ?  Each  a  golden  crown  is  wearing ;  Who  are  all  this 
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iband?        Hallelujah!  hark!  they  sing.  Praising  loud  their  heavenly  King;  Hallelujah  I  hark  I  they  sing.  Praising  loud  their  lieavenly  King. 
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ti^-pT 


3  Tliese  are  they  who  have  contended 
For  their  Saviour's  honor  long; 
Wrestling  ou  till  life  is  ended. 
Following  not  the  sinful  tlirong.  -  Rf.FRAJH. 


4  These  are  they  whose  hearts  were  riven. 
Sore  with  woe  and  anguish  tried, 
WTio  In  prayer  full  oft  have  striven 
With  the  God  they  glorified.— KBFBAm. 


Duett,  Treble  and  Alto. 


aSNERAL    CLASS    SONGS. 


GUD   TIDINGS. 

Bass  Solo. 
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A.  N.  JOHNSON. 
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1.  "Watchman!  tell  us  of  the  nlght,What  its  signs  of    promise  are?    Trav'lerl  o'er  yon  mountain's  helght,See  that  glory-beaming  star. 

2.  Watchman  I  tell  us  of  the  night,  Higher    yet  that  star  ascends .  Trav'ler  1  blessedness  and  light,Peace  and  truth  Its  course  portends. 

3.  Watchman  1  tell  us  of  the  night.  For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn.Trav'ler  I  darkness  takes  its  flight,Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

CHORUS 
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Watch  -  man!  does 
Watch  -  man!  will 
Watch  -   man!        let 


its  beau    -    teous  ray 

its  beams  a      -      lone 

thy  wanderings  cease, 
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the 
thee 


hope 
spot 
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that 
thy 


Joy 
gave 
qui 


fore  -  tellV 
them  birth? 
et         home. 


Trav'ler  I  yes,  it  brings  the  day , Promised  day  of  Is  -  ra  -   el. 
Trav'lerl  a-ges  are  its  own.  See!  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth 
Traveler  I  lo  1  the  Prince  of  Peace.  Lo  1  the  Sob  of  God    Is    come. 


Trav'ler!  yes.  It  brings  the  day,  Promised  day  of    Is  -  ra 
Trav'ler !    a  -  ges    are  its  own,  Seel  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 
Trav'lerl  io!  the  Prince  of  Peace,  Lo.  the  Son  of  God  is  come. 
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Full  Chorus. 
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Trav  -  'lerl 
Trav  -  lerl 
Trav    -    'lerl 
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ges  are  its 

the        Prince       of 
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own. 
Peace, 
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Seel         it 
Lot         the 


day  of  Is 
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Son  of  God 
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axNEiuL  CLASS  Bonraa. 
RING   OUT  THE    BELLS   FOR   CHRISTMAS, 


Merrily 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


L  Ring   out  the  bells  for  Christmas,  The  hap- py,  happy  day;      In     winter  wild,  the  ho-ly  child  Within  the  era  -  die  lay. 

2.    On  Bethlehem's  quiet  hill  -  side,     In       a  -  ges  long  gone  by.  In     an  -gel  notes  the  glo  -  ry  floats,  "Glo  -ry  to  God  on  high." 

1.  Where'er  his  sweet  lambs  gather,With  -  in    this  gentle  fold   The  Saviour  dear    is    waiting  near.  As      In  the  days  of  old. 

N    .  ,        w       .  ^  ^  ^  .     N 
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O  wonderful  I  the  Saviour  Is  in  the  manger  lone; 
Yet  wakes  the  sun  as  Joyous  As  when  the  Lord  was  boru, 
In  each  young  heart  you  see  him.  In      ev-'ry  guileless  face, 


d 


His  palace  is  a  sta-ble.  And  Ma-  ry's  arms  his  throne. 
And  still  he  comes  to  greet  you  On  ev-'ry  Christmas  morn. 
You    see  the  ho  -  ly    Je  -  sus,  Who  grew  m  truth  and  grace. 
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CHORUS,  ff 
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Ring  dut  the  bells  for  Christmas,  The  merry,  merry  Christmas,  Ring  out  the  bells  for  Christmas,  The      happy,    happy    day. 


4  In  many  a  darksome  cottage,  In  many  a  crowded  street,  6  Then  sing  your  gladsome  carols,  and  hail  the  new-bom  sun; 

In  winter  bleak,  with  shiv'ring  cheek,  the  homeless  cliild  you  meet.    For  Christmas  lijrht  is  passing  bright,  it  sin  lies  on  every  one: 
Gaze  on  the  pale,  wan  features,  the  feet  with  wandering  sore.  And  feast  Christ's  little  children,  his  poor,  his  orphans  call. 

You  Me  the.  souls  he  loveth,  the  Christ-child  at  the  door.— ChO.         For  he  who  chose  the  manger,  he  loveth  one  and  all.— Cho. 


QMITBRAIs    CLASS   SOITBS. 

SPEAK    NOT   THAT   HOLY    NAME 
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W.  ArOGDEN. 
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1.  Hush,       lit  -  tie       Christian       child,  Speak     not  that       ho 
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eth    each   word    you        say,     He       will      re  -  mem  -  ber       it,  .  .  .   In     the    great  judgment 


day. 
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2  Hush,  for  his  hosts  unseen 

Are  watching  over  thee: 
His  angels  spread  their  wings, 

Thy  keepers  kind  to  be. 
Wilt  thou  with  words  profane 

Thy  Maker's  holy  name, 
Scatter  thine  angel  guards, 

With  words  so  rash  and  valo? 


3  Honor  God's  holy  name. 

Speak  it  with  thought  sincere ; 
Sing  to  it  holy  hymns, 

Breathe  it  in  earnest  prayer ; 
But  not  with  sudden  cry, 

In  thy  light  Joy  or  pain, 
God  will  hold  guOty  all, 

Who  take  his  name  in  rain. 
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FAST    BY    THE    THRONE, 


Solo  Chorus.  Sol^.  Ou 

1.  There  Is  a     hap  -  py    land,    Fast       by       the  throne,  Where  with      a       sin  -  less  band,    Go 

2.  There  is  a     hap  -  py   clime,  Christ     Is        the      sun,   Lisrht  from  whose  orb    sub  -  lime.    Shi 


Ait,  by 
W.  A.  OGDIEN. 

ChonLS , 


r 


the  throne.  Where  with      a       sin  -  less  band,    God    reigns     a  -  lone ; 
the      sun.   Light  from  whose  orb    sub  -  lime.    Shines  ev    -    er       on; 


m 


r  r  : 


fe 


^.=nm 


m 


^' 


Solo, 


yj^j^jy^ 


i 


Chorus. 


^1?^ 


"WTjere  n    -    nild  Eden's    bloom.  Flowers    gathered  froia    the  tomb.  Breathe  fragance   to       perftime,    Bow'rs  glo  -  ry's  own. 
A  -  djou.   the  earth  for    aye.       Spirit,    burst  thy  bonds    of     clay.     Haste    thither,   haste     a   -  way.      To      end  -  less  day. 


S-^ 


m 


m 


3  Karth'e  charms  shall  ne'er  decoy 

Thee  back  again. 
For  earth  hath  not  a  Joy, 

Without  its  pain; 
Bliss  l8  a  thing  that  seems, 
Hopes  are  only  fleeting  dreams. 


Tin  death  in  Christ  redeems. 
All,  all  Is  vain. 

4  On  to  thy  happy  home. 
No  more  to  sigh. 
Where  sin  nor  sorrow  come. 


Where  none  may  die ; 
On  to  th'at  happy  clime, 
O  break  forth  thou  all  sublime. 
Angel,  I  wait  my  time. 


Co  soar  on  high. 


CALMET. 


■W.  A.  O. 


Mmu^^^^^E^^wum^^ 


1.  O   blessed  Saviour !  Lord  above,  So    loving   and  so  mild.  Look  down  upon  me  thro' this  day,  Bless  me,  a    lit- tie  child. 

2.  Let  every  tho't  within    be  pure.  My  actions  free  from  sin.  And  may  my  words  show  all  around  That  thou  dost  dwell  within. 

3.  I  know  that  thou  wilt  hear  a  child,  A   lit  -  tie  child  like  me.  And  help  me  to     be  kind  and  true.  As  every  child  should  be. 


OENEBAL  OTjASfi  PONGB. 

MEET  IN  YONDER  CITY. 
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Words  and  Music  by  K.  C.  WTT^SON. 


"^ 


m 


I.  Sliall  we  iiioet  in  yonder  city,  Meet  up-oii      tlie  ^old-en  sliore  ?  Syiall  we  join  the  happy  angeln,  In  rhe  bright  tor  evermore? 
2.  iSliall  we  pass  the  gloomy  valley  With  a  ho])e  of  endless  day  ?  Will  we  have  his  staff  to  comfort.  And  his  rod  to  cheer  our  wav  ? 
V,>s,  we  '11  meet  in  yonder  city,  Yes,  we  '11  meet  in  heaven  so  fair  ;  We  shall  gain  a  crown  of  jewels.  And  the  rohe  immortal  wear. 


iy-»-i#-»- 


It— PV=P-W' 
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r=fzirizfzprzi'izfi^T«^-T 
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Shall  we  wear  the  robe  immortal,  Pnrcliased  by  a  Savior's  blood  ?  Shall  we  gain  a  crown  of  jewels.  In  the  cit  -y     of  our  God? 
(II  we  j<iin  the  lieavcnly  chorus  ?  Shall  we  chant  the  heavenly  strain  ?  Joining  voices  with  the  angels,  Shall  we  sing  the  glad  refrain  ' 
We  sliall  have  his  staff  to  comfort.  And  his  rod  to  cheer  our  way  ;  And  we'll  sing  redemption's  story,  In  the  realms  of  endless  day, 

#-    -^    ■*-    -^    -^ 
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,,    CJwriis. 
Shall  we  meet,       shall  we  meet, 


S   S   ^ 


Ball. 


Jtt 


ppliirJi5=ipijfe||lft 


f.    ^     ^ 
shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more  ?  Shall  we  meet,  shall  we  meet,  shall  we  meet  to  part  no  more? 

I 


SbftU  we  meet. 


shall  we  meet. 


Shall  we  meet 


9© 


WoxdlB  and  masie  by 
J.  C.  MTJKRAY. 


UMNEHAL   CLASS  S0ir»lS. 

LAND   ABOVE. 


Arr.  by  W.  A.  OGDEN, 


^^^3^3£^^^f^^ 


^=^ 


1.  We     will  cheerful  -   ly     bear    ey  -  'ry      tri   -  al      of     life,   'Till  we    land    on     the  heav  -  en  -  ly    shore,  Where  our 
# r-ff m f^ m »     0   .   » • •— .• f     m-^frf 
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fet 
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CHORUS. 


W     ,     .     ,  .       ^ 

souls  Bball  be  blest,  and  we      ev  -  er  shall  rest.  Where  trials  shall  come  never  -  more.       Then    let  the     trl  -  als    come ;  We'll 


^mm^^ 


fe£ 
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^M 
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^^mm^M-^^fi  i'i'\f  nrim^ 


bear    thera    all      in 


^y^ig 


love.  And  we'll  work  for  the  Lord  'till  we    rest  at  home,  In   the    beau  -  ti  -  ful  land    a   -  bove. 


^m 


---^^ 
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2.  We  will  work  in  God's  vineyard  while  here  upon  earth, 

Then  we'll  enter  the  porlals  of  rest, 
Where  we'll  join  in  the  praises  of  God  and  the  liamh, 

In  the  beautiful  land  of  the  blest.    CHO. 
S.  Our  life  shall  be  joyous  while  joumoying  below, 

IX  lh<S9«  Gf  tlUlt  iBAMlMfnl  iKSd  l 


And  our  lives  shall  conform  to  the  will  of  the  Lord ; 

We'll  go  to  that  bright,  golden  strand.    Cho. 
4.  When  we  enter  its  portals  forever  to  rest. 

Our  life  and  our  pilgrimage  o'er, 
We  will  bask  in  the  sunshine  of  Jesus's  lore, 

Ob  t&e  be&ntifttl  prergroon  sbore«    Cho, 


Weras  by  M.  A.  KIDDSB. 
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BnssRAL  CLASS  sosas. 
GATHER   THEM    INTO   THE   FOLD. 


UMiO  Iff  W.  A.  OODSK. 


'mmm^^m 


1.  Open   the  door  for  the  children.  Tenderly    gather  them   in,       In  from  the  highways  and  hedges.  In  from  the  places  of  sin. 
2.  Open  the  door  for  the  children,  See  I  they  are  coming  in  throngs ;  Bid  them  sit  down  to  the  banquet,Teach  them  your  beautiful  aongu . 


MLjiJUJi 


Wt^i^^^^-^^^^ 


t^jLj^UJ 


isSi^ 


^^^^^^mm^^^$m 


V  V  ^^ 

Some  are  so  young  and  so  helpless,  Some  are  so  hungry  and  eold ;     Open  the  door  for  the  children.  Gather  them  Into  the  fold. 
Pray  you  the  Father  to  bless  them.  Pray  you  that  grace  may  be  given ;  Open  the  door  for  the  children,  "Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven/ 


'^     '^     V     ^    \        '^     '^     \f  V  V  '^     \^ 

erthem  in, Gath    -    -    -  erthemin; 

father  them  in,     O,    gather  them  in.  Gather,  O  gather  them  in ;     Open  the  door  tor  the  children.  Gather  them  into  the  fold. 

,N     fs     |S     I        |s     |S     N^       ,K 


!5S^ 
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^^m^^^^ 


Open  the  door  for  the  children. 
Take  the  dear  lambs  by  the  hand ; 

Point  them  to  truth  and  to  Jesus, 
Potut  tbeu  Lo  beaveu'a  bright  1«b«I. 


Some  are  so  young  and  so  helpless, 
Some  are  so  hungry  and  cold ; 

Open  the  door  tor  the  children, 
Gather  them  into  the  fold.-  Cho. 


QaNSRAL   CLASS  SON9S. 

GATHERING    HOME, 


Music  by  W.  A.  OeDBH. 
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SOLO. 


CHO. 


SOLO. 
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1.  They're  gath  -  er  -  Ing  homeward  from    ev  -  'ry  land.      One    by  one,  one  by  one ;    As  their  wea  -  ry  feet    touch  the 

2.  Be     -  fore       they   rest    they  pass  through  the  strife,  One    by  one,  one  by  one;  Through  the  waters      of    death  they 

3.  We,       too,       shall    come    to     the     riv  -  er-side,        One    by  one,  one  by  one;  We  are  nearer     its     wa  -  ters    each 

4.  Je  -  sus,    Ke-deem-er,    we     look     to         thee.        One    by  one,  one  by  one;    We  lift    up     our        voic    -    es 

. 0    #«  -I  N 


te 


i 
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-^-f^ 


CHO.  DUO. 


^=i 


shining  strand.  Yes,   one  by  one.  Their  brows  are  enclosed  in    a     gold  -  en  crown.   Their  travel-stained    garments    are 

en-ter  life.      Yes,  one  by  one.  To  some  are  the  floods  of  the    riv-  er     still.  As  they  ford  on   their    way     to     the 

e  -  ven-tide,    Yes,  one  by  one.  We    can  hear  the  noise  and  dash  of    the  stream.  Now      and          a  -  gain  through  our 

tremblingly.     Yes,  one  by  ohe.  The  waves  of  the  riv  -  er   are  dark   and   cold.   We  know  not  the  place  where  our 


;i^^ 


«:  A  ,► 
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ii^^^^pi^HP^ 


all     laid  down.  And  clothed  in  white    raiment  they   rest     in 

heavenly    hill,    To      oth  -  ers     the       waves  run    fierce  -  ly 

Jfe's  deep  dream ;  Sometimes  the  floods      all  the    banks    o 

feet  may  hold;  Thou  who  didst  pass    through  in        deep 


the  mead.  Where  the  Lamb  doth  love  his  saints  to  Lead, 
and  wild.  Yet  they  reach  the  home  of  the  uu  -  de-flled. 
ver  -  flow.  Sometimes  in  rip  -  pies  and  small  waves  go. 
midnight.  Strengthen  us,    send  as  the  staff  and  the  liglit. 


1^ 


iE^H 


■*  Gathering  Home,"  Concluded = 
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m^uijsu^^^^ 


Gathering  home,  gathering  home,  Fording  the  riv-er,     One  by  one ;  G  athering  home,  gathering  home,  Yes,  one    by'   one. 


£--ii-ir^iz::^^^=:^;|^:ii|::^iiz:^ 
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NEED   OF   JESUS 


W.  A.  O. 


Moderato. 


FINE. 


i 


m^m^^^m 
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D.C.    1.  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus,  For   I    am   full  of     eln; 
My  soul  is  dark  and  guilty,    My   (Omit) 


heart  Is  dead  with  -  In. 


I  need  the  cleansing  fountain,  Where 


#v-#~: 
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D.C. 


^J^BB 


I    can    always     flee.  The  blood  of  Christ  most  precious,  The  sinner's  on-ly     plea. 


^^ 


ta=:1^ 
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1 2  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus, 

For  I  am  very  poor  — 
A  stranger  and  a  pilgrim, 

I  have  no  earthly  store. 
I  need  the  love  of  Jesus, 

To  cheer  me  on  my  way : 
To  guide  my  doubting  footsteps, 

To  be  my  strength  and  stay, 


3  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus, 

I  need  a  friend  like  thee ; 
A  friend  to  soothe  and  sympathize, 

A  friend  to  care  for  me. 
I  need  the  heart  of  Jesus, 

To  feel  each  anxious  car©  — 
To  tell  my  every  trouble, 

And  all  my  sorrows  share. 


4  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus, 

For  I  am  very  blind  — 
A  weak  and  foolish  wanderer, 

With  dark  and  evil  mind. 
I  need  thy  charming  presence 

To  tread  the  narrow  road. 
To  guide  me  safe  to  glory, 

To  bring  me  home  to  God. 
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«mWERAL   CLASS    SOKOS. 

I    LAY   MY   SINS   ON   JESUS, 


W.  A.  O, 


J^ 


1.  I 


lay       HXT       Bins       on         Je    -    sus,      The      spot  -  less      Lamb     of       God,      He     bears    them      all       and 
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From        vile,     chas  -  tis    -    ing       load. 


ii=E==i^ 
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I  bring     my       guilt       to 
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my     crim  -  son      stains    White      in        his     blood     most     pre 
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cious,    'Till      not      a     spot     re   -  mains 
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t=f:i 


Pl 


I  bring  my  wants  to  Jesus, 

All  fulness  dwells  in  him; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 
I  bring  my  griefs  to  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares, 
I  from  them  he  releases, 

Ke  all  nxy  sorrows  share*. 


I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  lovely  and  so  mild ; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Father's  only  child; 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 

Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 
To  sing  his  endless  praises, 

To  lestm  the  angels'  song. 


Words  by  H.  L.  L. 

Andcunte. 


OBKBHAl,  OLASB  BONGS. 

UP  THE    HILL,    PILGRIM, 


SB 


W.  A.  OGDEN,  1870. 


^T^fTf^^S=g|:^3^:^^^P^^ 


1.  You  must    go      forward,  pilgrim,    Right    up    the   hill ;  The  way    is  straight  be  -fore  thee.  Right  onward    still. 

2.  You  must    go      forward,  pilgrim !    Turn     not     a  -  side ;  Try    not  the     tempting    by  -  ways  Others    have  tried. 

3.  You  must    go      forward,  pilgrim !    Yet      lin  -  ger — stay  One  mo  -  ment  at    the      fountain,  Here  by    the    way. 

ti       ti     tl     It     t^ 


By     that     as  -  cent   so     rugged,   Thy  Lord  has  gone ;  His    peo-ple    all  must    fol -low.  Press  bold  -  ly      on. 

They  have  but  strayed  or     fall  -  en.    To   rise       no  more ;  True  dan  -  ger  lies    be-  hind  thee,  Safe -ty     be  -  fore. 

The  Mas  -  ter    on    his    journey      Opened     that  sf^ing,  Refreshment     to    the    v/ea  -  ry  And  strength  to  bring. 
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CHORUS 


Repeat  pp. 


\  S^        1^  1^      k^  uepeaipp. 


I'bci!    up  the  hill!  Up  the  hill !  Pilgrim,  cheer- i   -    ly  ;  Thy  Saviour's   at  the  summit,  With    a  crown  for  thee. 


iP-^!"gj-ES^^ 


M.    t:    p    ti'  t:    f.'  ^     ^ 
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4  You  must  go  forward,  pilgrim, 
O'er  many  a  hill ; 
Yet  shrink  not  from-  the  prospect. 
Press  onwaid  istlli. 


Beside  each  mount  of  trial, 

Each  toil  or  pain. 
The  fountain  or  refreshment 

Shall  flow  again.— Cho 


HBNERAL    C^ASS    SON0S 

THERE    IS   A   BEAUTIFUL   WORLD, 


W.  A.  O. 
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an  -  gels  sing; 


I.  There   is 


beau  -  ti 
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ful  world,Wliere  saints  and 


A  world    where  peace  and 
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CHORUS. 
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pleas  -   are  reigns,  And  heavenly     prais  -  es    ring 
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We'll    be    there,We'U    be    there,  Palms  of      vie 
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ful    world. 


bright       and       fair,  Crowns 
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shall     wear,  In 
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There  is  a  beautiful  world. 
Where  sorrow  never  comes ; 

A  world  where  tears  shall  never  fall, 
In  sighing  for  our  home.    Cho. 

There  Is  a  beautitul  world, 
Unseen  by  mortal  sight; 


And  darkness  never  enters  there— 
That  home  is  fair  and  bright.    Cho. 
4.  There  is  a  beautiTul  world 
Of  harmony  and  love ; 
Oh!  may  we  safely  enter  there, 
A. ad  dwell  witb  (lod  abov*.     CJKO. 


Sprightly . 
Girls. 
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GENERAL   CLASS  SONGS 

ON    A   CHRISTMAS    MORNING 
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W.  A    OGDEN. 
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Girls. — 1.  What  is  the   song    the  an -gels sing?  Sweetly     sing,  Gladly    sing;  What  is      the  song  the    an  -  gels  sing, 
Boys. —        0,' Peace  on  earth,' the  an  -  gels  sing,    Sweetly     sing,  Gladly    sing;    O, 'Peace  on  earth,' the  an  -  gels  sing, 
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BOYS  repeat. 
-Hi 


CHOKU8,  # 


On  a  Christmas  morning. 


ii^pHpiiiffii 


O,  bless  -ed    mom  !  O  wondrous  King 


A     Saviour  bom,  the  Lord's  anointed, 
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Enters    on  the  work  ap-point  -  ed,  Leaves  the  heavenly  world  a 
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while,  God  and  man 


to 
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GlKLS.— 2  What  is  tbe  blesslug angels  brluj;? 
Gladly  bring,  truly  bring; 
What  is  the  blessing  angels  bring, 
On  aOhi'iatiuas  morning? 
Boys.—"  Good  will  to  oi-en,"  the  angels  bring. 
Gladly  bring,  truly  bring; 
"  Good  will  to  men,"  the  angels  bring, 
On  a  Ghrlstmas  morning.— Cho. 
ttlBLB -3  O,  tell  me  why  should  cMldren  siU'g? 
Sweetly  sing,  gladly  sing; 
O,  tell  me  why  should  children  sing, 
Un  a  Chrtftina^  morning  V 


B0V8=— In  Bethlehem  was  born  a  King, 

Children's  King,  angels'  King; 
In  Bethlehem  was  bovn  a  Ring, 

On  a  Christmas  morning.— CHO. 
4LL  — 4  Then  let  us  a-11  together  sing. 

Sweetly  sing,  gladly  sing; 
Then  let  us  all  together  sing, 

On  this  Christmas  morning. 
Glory  to  him  whom  love  did  bring, 

Sweetly  bring,  gladly  bring;       '  ' 
Glory  to  him  whom  love  did  bring, 

On  a  Christmas  morning.  -Cho. 


«s 


aSNERAL    CLASS   SOW»&, 

WE   COME   WITH    SONG, 

ANNIVERSARIES. 


W,  A.  OG»EN. 
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1.  An    -    oth  -  er    year  has  passed  a  -  way ;  Time  swift  -  ly    speeds  a   -    long;  We    come     a   -    gain      -      to  praise  and 

An  -  other  year  We    come  again 
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Wecouie.we    come,       with  soug  to     greet       you;       We  come,  we  come,  with 


pray,  And    alng      our  greeting    song. 
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come,we  coi[ne,we  come,  we  come,  we  come,  we  come,  we  come,  we  come,  with 
^       I  Repeat  pp 
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song;      We     come,    we     come, 
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with    song 


to       i^reet 


We 


we    come,  with    song. 


■2}: 


song; 


We  come,  we  come,  we  come,  we  come,  we  come,  we     come,    we    come,     we    come  with    doiig< 


2  We  come  the  Saviour's  name  to  praise. 
To  sing  Ms  wondrous  love, 
Of  him  who  guards  us  all  our  days, 
__iyid  giiides  to  heaven  above.    Cho. 
%  we'll  sing  of  mercies  daily  given, 
Tliiough  every  passing  year ; 


We'll  sing  the  promises  of  heaven, 
With  voices  loud  and  clear.    CHO, 
4  Our  youthful  heaits  we'll  gladly  raise, 
Our  voices  sweetly  sing 

A  general  song  of  grateful  pialae, 
To  heaven's  eternal  King-    Cho, 


GENBRAL  CLASS  SOIfGS. 

RADIANT   SUNBEAMS. 
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Cheerily, 


Written  for  this  work  bj 
J.  B.  MURRAY. 


^- 


£ 


3^ 


3=i=9= 


i-^-^-^-^r— * 


Beaching 


ter     sun-beams 


the     dtm-pled  hand 


That  is  right,  dear  chil-dren,    Grasp  the  golden  band ; 

N 


pjgj^l  i  JTEi=gg^^Fj^^^^^ 


Fold    It      to    your     bo  -  som,  Let     It    cheer  your  heart;     Gath-er       ra-diant    sunbeams,  Bid  the  clouds  de-part. 


^^^=W=^^^333I=t^S:=^^^M 


CHORUS. 


^ 


Fold     It       to     your    bo   -  som,      Let     It    cheer  your  heart, 


^m 


Gather    radiant    sun-beams, 


Bid  the  clouds  de-part. 


^ 


I 


mm 


p— P— ^— i^. 


2  When  your  feet  shall  wander 

From  your  homes  away, 
You  will  find  that  evU 

With  the  good  may  stray; 
Never  heed  it,  children, 

Let  it  pass  the  while  — 
Gather  only  sunbeams, 

Keep  your  hearts  from  guile. 


Cho. 


3  Grief  may  be  your  portion, 

Shadows  dim  yoiir  way, 
Clouds  may  darkly  threaten, 

To  obscure  the  day; 
Don't  despair,  dear  children, 

There's  a  father's  love  — 
How  could  there  be  shadows 

With  no  light  above '    Cho 


-ti-V--»--#T 


100 


BBifBUAh  CLASS   SOMOS. 

O,    LET   US   BE    FAITHFUL. 


Words  and  Maslc  written  for  this 


by  JAMES  B.  MUB&AT. 


1^^ 


^=S 


re*  -  dy         to 


do.  ~  ^ 


Mas   -  ter 


call     -     lug, 


'a"TW-f^=^ 


t=i 


£E 


bey,  Go       work.     In     my     vln 


ti=|: 


■r^ 


S 


Go       work,     in     my     vine    -   yard,       Go       ■while    it       Is 
Ht_i ^  _. p ^ f 


?tTip: 


f=^=T=^ 


day. 
^-i ^ 


fiz:r- 


2  Sweet,  sweet  is  the  promise; 

Sure,  sure  is  the  word, 

Of  Him  who  hath  loved  us, 

Our  Saviour  and  Lord. 


Q,  hasten  to  serve  him, 
Ere  daylight  is  past, 

Then  into  his  kingdom 
He'Ll  bring  us  at  last. 


Words  by 
ARANELLE  HOLMES. 
Unison. 


i^hf-n 


GENERAL  CLASS  SOfTOS 

GOD   IS   MY   FATHER,    I    KNOW. 

SEMI-CHORUS. 


10) 

Music  by  W.  A.  OGDEN. 


^E 


1.  Though  my    life  pathway  through  earth  may  be  dreary,  God  is   my    Father,  I 
Though  I     may    oft  -  en    grow  sad  and  grow  weary,  God  is    my    Father,  I 

2.  Thougli  my  whole  life    may    be    saddened  by  sorrow,  God  is   my    Father,  I 
Though  there  may  tin  -  ger    no   hope  for  the  morrow,  God  Is    my    Father,  [ 


know ; 

know;    Though  clouds  And  darkness  en- 
know  ; 
know;    Though    the  stern   hand     of 


Though  there  may  tin  -  ger    no   hope  for  the  morrow,    God  Is    my    Father,    [       know;    Though    the  stern   ban 


vel-op   my  path,  Though    heav  =  en's    brow    may     lower    In  wrath,  — 'Mid  all,  my  tried  spirit    trust-ing 
death  may  bereave.  Though      all     my  comforts  and  pleasures  may  leave,   Tho'  all  the    Joys     of     earth  may 

-0 — 0^=^0 — #    I    # — # 


^^^^ 


in  "r"g 


m 


a 


^P=^^ 


'^—ft- 


^ 


rail. 


Fine.    CHORUS. 


^    V 


P?=«=^==?l 


t^     -J 


€k>d  18   my    Father,    I        know."        Clod   is  my  Father,    T     know,    I  know,  God   ts   my  Father,     I         ^o« 
God  Is   my    Father,   I        know.  K  ^ 


God   Ifl  my  Father,    T     know,    I  know,  God   ts   my  Father 


3  Though  my  whole  life  may  be  darkeaed  by  trial, 
God  is  my  Father,  I  know; 
Soul-crushing  crosses  and  sad  self-denJal, 

God  Is  my  Father,  I  know ; 
Though  I  may  bear  a  heart- wearying  palB, 
Though  I  may  ne'er  know  earth-joy  again, 
^    I  shall  rejoice  on  Eden's  bright  plain, — 
"-       God  is  my  Father,  (  know,    Cho.  U  G. 


i  Then  what  though  my  pathway  throuirh  earth  be  dreary  I 
God  is  my  Father,  I  know ; 
What  though  I  often  grow  tired  and  weary  f 

God  Is  my  Father,  t  know; 
What  though  I  wander  a  pilgrim  below  f 
Home  to  my  mansion  in  heaven  1  go; 
4P    There  I  shall  sing,  where  the  hesven-streams  fio«^ 
"^       ''  God  is  my  Father.  I  know."    Ceo.  DC. 
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UENERAL   CLASS  SONGS. 

LITTLE   CROWNS   IN    HEAVEN, 


Moderato. 


W.  A.  OODEN. 


h  N     N     N     S 


^St 


I,  There  are  little  crowns  in  heaven,There  are  little  liarps  of  gold,Tliere  are  little  shiniug  dreeses,There  are  gems  and  joys  untold.  Jesus 
'1.       Little  eyes  to  read  the  Blble^  Given  frotn  the  heaven  above,  Lit-  tie  ears  to  hear  the  sto-ry  Of  the  Saviour's  wondrous  love ;  Little 


-f^^ 


^^i^mm^ 


i 


gfj^5=5^=b=b=5=5±^^ 


g 


^f^^^^^^^^ffi 


gave  his  blood  to    buy  them ;  He  has  bought  enough   for  all.  Lit -tie   children, come  to    Je  -  aus,  He  has  love  for  great  and  small, 
tongues  to  sing    his  praises.    Lit -tie     feet    to  walk  his  ways.  Lit -tie  bod-  ies    to      be  temples  Where  the  Holy  Spir  -  it  stays. 


CHORUS. 


There  are  little  crowns  in  heaven,There  are  little  harpsof  gold;  We  shall  wear  them  in  the  kingdom,  In  our  Saviour's  Mliseful  fold, 


t^fi^.^f.^ 


^^ 


I,  I,  I.  I,  I,  t=^f;=i. 


I 


r-Trr 


t=^ 


fc5 


g-V-V=V    V    ']/    '\^    ^CU— v-v--^ 


V-^r-V 


V/_VL_V_V- 


8  Little  children,  come  to  Jesus: 
Hear  him  saying,  "  Come  to  lae:" 
glessed  Jesus,  who  to  save  us 
Shed  hig  blood  on  C*lv»ry; 


Little  souls  were  made  to  aerve  him, 

AU  his  holy  law  fulfil ; 
Little  hearts  were  made  to  love  him, 

Little  handa  to  do  his  will.— Cno. 


DEAR    LORD.    REMEMBER    ME. 


W.  A.  O. 


ModertOm. 


^^.^imMm^iiiM4mMM4mmm 


1.    O,  wondrous  story  of  the  Lord !  It  thrills  our  hearts 


as 


J^-J~^ 


■0 — #■ 


=  1^ 


f-r-f- 


with  loye,  That  Jesus  came  to    rescue  man,  And  left  his  throne  above 

^  0  0  0  t..r  T  r 


7=V=t 


m 


-V— iA 


7RC 


V— w^ 


i 


ipzipzzpr 


^ 


-t=t 


i 


CHORUS. 


^S 


-K-N- 


i 


^^^^^g^a 


^,    *!    4 


l=4==t: 


1^    s    s 


Then  help  me.  Saviour,  thee  to  own,  And  ev-er  faith-ftil 


I 
lie;    And  when  thou  sittest  on  thy  throiie.  Dear  Lord,  remember  me. 


2  In  human  form  he  deigned  to  dwell, 
To  raise  our  fallen  race; 
And  shed  about  a  manger  rude. 
The  brightness  of  his  grace.    Cho. 

8  The  angels  sang  and  men  rejoiced, 
In  hope  of  endless  blisa; 


And  hailed  the  star  of  Bethlehem, 
The  pledge  of  love  and  peace.    Oho. 

4  It  shines  to-day  to  guide  us  on, 
Through  earthly  stonas  to  him; 
The  pole-star  for  the  sinner's  bark, 
Whose  light  is  nevei-  dim.    Cho, 
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GENERAL    CLASS    SONGS 

LAND    OF    PROMISE. 


Prof.  D.  MOGRY. 


a 


l^ii^se^sipi^p^ 


m 


1.  Have     y«    heard     of     the   land     of       promise,    Far    beyond    the   glowing  sky?  There    is   rest     for   the 


£rr  r  r  ^_cj 


ifc 


CHOHUS. 


liflipppPfi^-ipi^i^S^iiE^ii 


lahitami      w.<ary.  There  shall  })l«!Hsures  never      die.    Come,  oh  come,  and  learu  the  story.      Of   t.iie  Christian's 


l^giiiiilfgSil 


a 


i^^iHiiiii^i^^iUpiil^-i^pi 


:)%-i^ 


home    In        glo  -  ry;    We       are    bound  for    tlie    land  of   promise,    Hap  -  py      home      beyond    the  sky. 
ft  ^     ^        A-        ^  ^     ^      4L       - 

4b- — *-       -  ■ 


^E£ 


-zzrj 


TT~X--i^r^=f- 


'^E^^^ES^ 


m 


2  Jesus  dwells  in  the  land  of  promise, 
He  who  laid  his  crowi.  aside- 
Came  to  earth  from  bis  Father^s  kingdom. 
Wept  and  languished,  bled  and  died.    Cho. 

«  Bave  ye  heard  of  the  heavenly  Cmia»»^ 

^ir^nrfi  t^'R  (8w>jr>rt5  jsi:>.«4.ls  Tiarft  jyc-  tnt)!'?"* 


Join  our  band,  we're  marching  onward. 
Soon  we'll  reach  that  happy  shore.    Cuo. 

4  Have  ye  heard  of  thu  holy  city, 
Beauteous  realm  of  joy  untold? 
Would  ye  roam  by  the  s.hining  river? 
Woiila  ye  tread  the  streets  of  gold?    CHO- 


OBITMRAL    CLASS   SOIf»a, 

SING    PRAISES. 

Can  be  fised/or  Iwf<mt  Clous, 


106 


Gxo.  B.  uxnaa. 


# 


j~"i~j 


i^ 


^^ 


5=» 


I.  bv.eetly       the        morning    light    stieams  from    a    -     hove,       TeU   -   Ing         In       words       of 


P 


:I^F^ 


light, 


a 


f=f 


CHORUS. 


FFff* 


^t^:j=j=j 


S 


^zrg 


^ 


God  Is        love.       Sing       prais   -    ee,  Sing       prais    -    ee,         God  is  a 


God 


^^ 


-T=$ 


I 


of 


§ 


a 


^^^ 


<5i-*- 


i 


^ 


^^^H~iT€sg"Tii^p^^ 


:=f 


love;  .  . 


S 


Btng       prais  -   es,         Sing       prais    -    es,         God      is  a     God  of  love 


^1  W    F 1-^^ 


FTT^tT 


i 


f==f 


streams  In  our  Sabbath  solMOl, 

Light  ftom  above, 
Telling  in  tones  of  llglkt, 

(iodiAloaw.    QB», 


3  Savloar,  we  come  to  thee, 
Light  from  above; 
Xeaoh  ns  to  know  and  «e«, 
4od  la  love.    C^o. 


106 


oMmHum  cbAss  aowes. 
CHEEVER.     C.    M. 


W.A.O 


liHt-j^yjij  jiTIUT'^  Ji'HUjUjjp 


loam's    shady    rill,  How  fair    the  lil  -  y  grows.  How  sweet  the  breath  beneath  the  hill,    Of  Sharon's  dewy    rose. 
2.  By  cool  SI -loam's   shady    rill.  The     lil  -  y  must  de- cay,  The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill  Must  shortly  fade  a  -  way. 


:M4KRj#^fezy£ 


tt.{trr^ 


^. 


t: 


tf 


^ 


HARTEL,     L.  M, 


DB.L.  MASON. 


i 


EE 


lUU^  t-tti 


m 


1-8 3 


1.  Be   -    hold, 


a       stran   -   ger        at         the       door;      He        gent   -   ly      knocks,  Has    knocked   be- 

S      «      i:      ?:•     .       *       . 


^ 


■^^^^^m 


I 


^^ 


e 


h4U:  i  i  i 


-?:■ 


4^     t     t 


fore,    Has    wait  -   ed 


long, 


waiting        still;    You    treat     no         oth  -   er    Mend     so 


ms^ 


i 


L.  e   g 


^ 


ill. 


g=:r:M    T"    g— g       pH-f"^^ 


s 


f=F= 


2  O,  lovtjly  attitude !  he  stands, 
With  melting  heart  and  open  hands; 
O,  matchlesEs  kindness  I  and  he  shows 
Ism*  m»f«hi(«ca  tdndneM  %o  his  foes. 


3  O.  welcome  ntm,  the  Prince  of  Peace  I 
Now  may  his  gentle  reign  increase  I 
Throw  wide  the  door,  each  willing  mind, 
Ana  be  Ma  empire  nil  maalclnd. 


Words  by  F.  M.  MARVIN. 


>rdi 


GENE/UJi   CLASS  SONGS. 

PASSING   OVER   JORDAN 
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Moslo  by  W.  A.  OGDKN. 


m^mm^mmi-i^^^^^ 


\      '^  \      'J 

1.  Hark!  I  bear  the  harps  e-ter-nal,  Ringing    on  tb*)      ftirtber  shore.  As      I  aear  those  swelling:  waters,  With  their  de«pa»d 


'S^'^ 


^M 


t±pi:p:p±t=^=t=^ 


pii 


f 


li|:bt  of    day, 


solemn  roar,  A.nd  my  sou],  fcbo' staiutsd  wKh  »!»rr*w« Tadlu^  aa  tto*  lijcbt  of     day,    Hwlft-  ly  putwKiM?  oVr  the  waters.  To  the  city 


i^sp^ 


'tt-t=i. 


m 


^ 


P-  F    F 


..rt 


g^f 


te 


CUOEVS. 


^^f-i^5^M5?F=» 


jgg^r-'ffffg^^ffi&ggiia 


far    3*     way.  Paselug  over   Jordan, 


*1|S^^^^S^ 


Pawsiiif     over   Jordan,       I  can  hear  the  augela  aiug.  When  pa*rinj<  over  Jordan. 

^  ^  ^       ..^  3!^  ^  ^^  ^  ^  ^' 

^ ^^^1 1 1 — r.»-# — »- 


^ 


♦■■♦•♦•    i#-^    ^    #■    1«*-. 


trr~t 


e 


=pp^ 


2  Just  beyond  the  shining  rlter, 

Jehu,  city  of  our  God, 
Where  the  white  wave  rlseth  ever. 

On  the  shore  by  angels  trod, 
I  can  see  the  boatman  nearlnf , 

See  the  snowy  sail  Is  set; 
And  the  oars  are  floating  idly, 

Aad  the  sail  is  drifting  wet  — Cjb«, 


3  Souls  have  padsed  before  me  saintly, 

To  that  land  of  perfect  rest, 
And  I  hear  them  singing  sweetly, 

In  the  mansion  of  the  blest, 
I  am  passing,  I  am  going 

Through  the  valley  of  the  grave ; 
I  am  going  with  the  boatman 

O'er  the  dark  and  sullen  wsve,— CsiO. 
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Words  from  "  Child's  World. 
Flounng. 


GENERAL    ChA.iS    SOtTOS. 

OUR  BEAUTIFUL  HOME, 


W.  A.  OODEN. 


1.  Beyond  tlie  dark  river   of   death,  Beyoud  where  its  waters  aro  ewelling,  The  home  of  my  spirit  Is   w_alting  for  vue,  The 

2.  fifo  (?rief  In  that   beautiful  home;    No    sorrow  can  en-ter    Its     portalsl  But  ^lad  are  the  voices  that Jolit  In  its  song,  The 

-0-    -0-    ■0'  #■    ■•- 


mmm%w^^^^ 


laud  where  the  ransomed  are      dwelling.  No  nlglit  In    the    beau-tl-ful      home,  No  shade  In    Its     glo-ry    Is      seen.     The 
song    of   the      shining      Im  -  mor  -  tals.  No  tears  In    that  bea«-tl-ful     home,  No     sin    on  that  beav-en-ly    shore,     The 


CHORUS. 


m^miw^m^^^^^msmm 


■wou-der-ful  riv-er  of   water     of    life  Flows  soft  through  its  meadows  so  green. 
King  In  his  beauty  our  eyes  shall  behold,    A.ud  Join     In      his  praise  ev-er  -  more. 


iSteSSSt 


O,  our  beautlfal,  beautltul  liome.  Be- 


^        '^        ^        'k^        >'    s*'        *^        ^       >        I 


^-^ 


V ^ 


gUS^Hi^^- 


UBtiJiliAL     CLASS    SOAOS 

Oui   Beautiful  Home,"  Concluded. 
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■y         -  -  *  _ 

yoad  where  death's  waters  are  swelling,  The   won-der-f«l   ri-ver  of  water  of  life,  Flows  soft  through  our  beai^tlj^il  home 


Lll§EE5=t. 


Words  from  "  London  Christian 


:,ers  are  swelling,  The   won-der-ftil   ri-ver  of  water  of  life,  Flows  soft  through  our  beautiftil  home. 


Andante. 


..LISTENING  FOR  THE  MASTER. 

"  Speak,  Lord,  for  thy  servant  heareth." 


Music  toy  W.  A.  OGDEI4. 


iMmm^msmi^^^^^i^m 


WliPii  (lie  world  is  busy  round  ine,&eHch  wave  of  sorrow  stirred,  When  the  thronging  crowd  press  by  me,On  wan!  by  strong  Impulse  spurr'd, 
2.  ^\'lleu  conflicting  iho'ts  assail  nie,Aud  strange  doctrines  reach  my  ear.Wlieu  the  slu'ep  are  ail  bewilder'd,Aud  no  trusty  guide  seems  near, 
I  ^    -0-    -0-    -0-    f--0-  -0-    ■0-    -0-    -0-    -0-    ^ 


^=^s^%ip^ 


liEFRAm 


V  ^    V 


S 


^!^3Si 


I  am  lisfiilng,    1  am  lisrning,  List'ntiig  for  the  Master's  word;    I  ana  list'uing,    I  am  llst'nlng,  Lisfnlug  till  his  voice  Is  heard. 
1  am  lisfnlug,    1  am  listliing.  Till  the  Shepherd's  voice  1  hear;    1  am  Ust'niu}?,    1  am  list'ning,  Llst'nlng  till  he  doth  appear. 


^M^ 


V  V  \^     V 

'6  When  God's  truth  Is  placed  before  me, 

With  its  holy  words  of  cheer, 

When  in  vain  my  finite  reason 

Strives  to  make  its  meaning  clear, 
1  am  list'uing,  I  am  lisfnlug, 

Llafning  till  the  Bridegroom  wgi^%\. . 
1  am  llBfiuiig,  I  am  llsf ning, 
Tillhli  lore  the  silence  break. 


4  List'ning,  ever,  Jesus,  keep  us; 

May  we  at  thy  feet  abide, 
Ne'er  beguiled  by  earthly  voices. 

Always  waiting  at  thy  side. 
We  are  list'ning.  We  ar«>  lisf  ulnit 

For  thy  word,  our  faithflil  Guide: 
We  are  lUfnlng,  we  are  lisfnlni?; 

Speak!  and  we  are  satisfied. 


no 


emxrtMAL  class  songs. 
MY    HOME    FAR   AWAY. 


Words  and  Music  by 
W.  A.  OGDEN. 


heay^en-ly    portal;      I    long,     oh,    1     long    to    be  there.  There  the  flowers  ever  spring,  And  sweet  warblers  sing, 'Mid  (he 


#■•  ■««. 


JL    ^   ^    ^      ^'^ 

4a — a— l=-H r t---i  - 


groves  of  that  country  so  fair;  There  the  brjglit  angels  sfand.  Evermore    in  thai    land; 
4L    jfL   ^    jfL.  ^'^    ^      ^'^ 


^5^P 


i-ir  I   =±^ 


e^ 


:^ 


^^5^ 


long,  oh,    I     long    to    be  there. 

i-4- 


^mm^m 


2  in  that  home,  far  away,  flows  a  beautiful  river, 
A  throne  and  a  kingdom  are  there ; 
They  are  built  on  its  margin,  and  Jesus,  the  giv«r 
la  King  of  that  <'.ountry  so  fair.    Cho 


They  are  waiting  now,  and  they  beckon  me  over; 
I  long,  oh,  I  long  to  be  there.    CHO. 


4  J  am  iourneying  on  to  my  nome  by  the  river, 
Ana  soon  all  its  glories  I'll  share; 
8  1  iiave  Mudjed  and  frif^nds  round  that  throne  by  the  rlvei,    Tiiere  I'll  dwell  with  my  Saviour  and  loved  ones  foye^^cr  i 
Which  stands  In  that  country  ao  fair.  1  long,  oh,  I  long  to  be  there .    Cho. 


FUNERAL    CLASS    SON&S. 


LITTLE  REAPERS. 


Ill 


Written  expressly  for  this  work. 
Words  and  music  by  AUGUSTINE. 


Moderato. 


afe 


^- 


1.  We  are    lit-tle 

2.  We  are    lit-tle 

3.  We  are    lit-tle 


Reapers 
Reapers 
Reapers 


Toiling  through  the  day,  Lab'ring  in  the  harvest, 
In  the  fields  of  sin.  Striving  for  the  Master, 
In      the       harvest     field ;    Truth  and  Right  the         sickles 


O'er  the  ston-y  way; 
Precious  souls  to  win. 
That    our    arms   do    wield: 


I -is- 


i 


:^ 


£^ 


m^ 


^4=^ 


g 


Gleaning  'mong  the  thistles,  Searching  through  the  ratu. 
Pointing  them  to  Je-sus,  To  the  Lamb  of  God; 
And  we  la  -  bor  ev  -  er  'Neath  our  Father's  eye, 
^      #.•    #.      A      -^  • 

-^ 1 


&£ 


Pitting  for  the  garner  Bright  and  golden  grain. 
Fol-low  -  ing  his  footsteps  In  the  paths  he  trod. 
Gath-er  -  Ing    the  bright  sheavt's  For  the    home   on     high. 

-^   ^   *  f^-j:  /-^.-^^   ^"   - 


i^^^^^^^s^^^^^ 


CHORUS 


Toil      -      ing,  Toll     -     tng.  Tolling   all    the  day, 

Reaping     for     the       Master       We    are    toiling    all  ,  the  day, 


Pausing     not     for     shadows    That  be-cloud  our  way. 


-^^-t 


^ 


#.      ^      ^   AL   ^' 


s-    ^    *- 


j — nr-^-t^f-rz-ii — \ — \ — i — K~~^n~r"r  i   1  g^ 

9 » » — p — »*H« »*-^  '0 » » » J 1 b h •■s^ 
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Fr«]n  «  Sons  €kurland,"  by  9«rmls8i«&. 

Moderate.  i 


mENVKSl,    VLASE   SONUS. 

ANGEL   BAND. 


J.  WM.  8UFFEKN 


pi^g^^pi^^ij^S^i^ 


I.    Shall    we       uot    reach  that  land.  When  time 


o'er?         Shall     we   there    Jolu    the  throng,  On       Canaan's      shore? 


"m 


Sd 


g#i^^li^fp^|ij^ip^i|p 


mm^mi^Mmm^mmM^m 


There,     in       that    hap-py    land,  Shall      we      for-   ev  -   er    staud.  With  that  bright  an-^el  band,    For  -  ev  -  er   -   uiore, 

■♦•       -0^     -m-,    -0-,     -0-     ^  I,      ♦•■#-       -0-'    -0^    ^         ■0-'-0- 


i 


5= 


iHgieaugl 


CHORUS 


There,  there,  in  that  hap  -  py  land.  We    round  the  throne  shall  stand.  With  that  bri)<ht  angrelband.    For  -  ev  -  er    -    more. 

u      JT_*       -^      '-^'-^^    ^'    ^       0  ^     -^   -t'    f     0        0 


♦■.  -0-   -0-      -0-      -0-  m,       J   J     M       -^      '^'■^'    -^      -^       m         J      '-f-    -T      -r-       0        0        ■* 


2  Oh,  'tis  a  glorious  land, 

That  land  above; 
There  Is  no  sorrow  there, 

All,  all  is  love. 
There  tears  shall  never  start. 

But  love  shall  warm  each  heart, 
And  iTiends  shall  never  part, 

No,  nevermore.    CHO. 


3  Let  us  remember,  then, 

When  cares  oppress, 
We  have  a  home  beyond 

This  wilderness. 
Sorrow  can  iinver  come 

into  that  heavenly  home, 
And  wn  no  more  shall  ruam; 

No.  nevermore,     Cho, 


GRNKPAI.     CLASS    SOXviS 

WE'LL   JOURNEY    TOGETHER. 
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Bnoyantly. 


W    A.  OGDEN. 


fe^-;  /  J'  i^ 


-»'  ^   ^   '^   5   '^   ^p-  -••   -•■ 


fczcszufeizh: 


/*  —  ^  > 

I.  We'll  journey    to  -  getli  -  ei      to    Zl    ■    on,  That  beautl   -  fui      f^it  -  y      of  light;  Whose  sky  Is     unclouded  for- 


^ #-rH j— »-r* • ♦ — * • — *— r 

^ J-^-U^ ^^ J L-/ ^x 


i 


^ 


:1S=±5S»tf 


ev  -  er,     Nor  veiled  by 

/TV 


4had  -  oTt         jf  niffht ;We'll  stay     tx*^       to      drink 


the    wa    -  ter.     Nor 


P^ 


:^: 


g-^— g— gl--;=grtE 


^:  »  g 


:?^=^ 


-r       r        ~[~^ — "* — • " 


^_^->- 


s 


rest    in    the    val-ley      below ;  But  fheered  by  the  cross  and  its  banner.     We'll  sing  and  be  glad  as  they  go. 


t=t 


^_j-^in£I^g 


gi 


^ »       »       m    »— #- 

> — :? — ir— ^  >  ■  L^  ■ 


-trtzzt^ 


114 


.  IIORUS. 


ttENERAL    CLy^SS    SONGS 

"  We'll    Journey    Together."     Concluded. 


5t^ 


S=3 


g^^^^l^ 


g^ 


fu)     Zl 


1^  rail.     ..--... 


Ae^  11    jOUr 


uey 


^P ,  S^IEEE^ 


getl) 
— # — 


on.  That  btjiii) 


mi 


^z-^T^tipi 


.-^-l 


I^^^ 


God. 


-*-l5=^3 


ll^lg? 


i  W&'W  journey  together  to  Zion, 

Where  all  who  are  faithful  may  sh4i,r«? 
A  place  in  the  mansions  of  glory, 

My  Saviour  has  gone  to  prepare. 
His  tlock  he  will  feed  like  a  sliepberd, 

And  guard  them  by  night  and  !>y  day ; 
We'll  talk  of  his  goodness  and  mercy, 

4nd  sing  of  his  luve  by  the  way.    Cho 


3  We'll  journt-iy  together  to  Zion, 

With  rapture  we  sooJi  shall  behold 
The  saints  who  have  reached  it  before  us. 

The  pro]>heis  and  martyrs  of  old. 
We'll  leaiu  the  new  sojig  of  redemption. 

Which  only  the  ransomed  can  sing; 
A.scribi]ig  a  11  hon<^r  and  gU;ry 

To  Jesu;;.  our  Saviour  and  King     Cho. 


GONE    TO    REST 


(Hymn 

FUNERALS. 


Chant.) 


W.   A.  O. 


'hou  art  gone  to  rest;  I  We  will  uol  weep  for  thee; 
tl.ou  an  frr.iu' to  rest;  Thine  is  an  earthly  toml); 
(l;;jii  art  front;  to  ri\st;  I  Thy  toils  ami  cares  are  o'er; 
i!i'>i(  an  {Tone  to  rc/st;  I  Thy  siiis  are  all  forgiven; 


I'^or  thou  art  now  where  oft  on  earth 
But  Jesus  summoned  thee  away  ; 
And  sorrow,  pahi  and  sufterin/?,  now 
And  saints  in  liglit  have  welcomed  thee 


Thy    spirit  longed  to    be. 
'I'liy  Saviou  r  called  thee  home. 
("an  thee  distuib    no      more. 
To  share  the  joys  of  heaven. 


%  f  ff-r-^ 


r^rrnz 


i 


^ 


-Of- 


Sbff 


Words  by 

.  J.  M.  LOWRIE. 


GENERAL    CLASS    SONGS. 

STAR    IN    THE    EAST, 

FOR    CHRISTatA^S. 


lib 


Music  tjy 
W.  A.  OGJ>E\. 


^ff^'^^FFPfefefeMife^^i^l 


ffi 


1.  Lo  I   the   star    1b     the     East !     o   -    ver    Beth  -  iehem's     plain,     It  shines    as        a     guM«     to 

2.  LoS   the   star    in      the     East!    we     may  gaze     on       it      now;      Be    pilgrims,      with      it         for 


the 


m^ 


mmit=t=^^ 


mu^^^^^m^^^^m 


place  Where  the      weary,  worn    toav  -  'ler       his  hopes  may      at  -  tain,     And   worship    that     infani 
guide ;     The  les  -  son    of      Beth  -  le  -    hem,  still      ev    -   ei'    new,     The    manger,    and  cross  wher. 


of 


m> 


^ 


-V 


rs" — jVj- 


m 


I 


s 


^ 


^m^=F^f¥rm- 


M 

hey 
i>f 


P 


sf=±^=^ 


Days.  VHiile  forth  from  their   treasures,     frankin  ■  cense   and    gold,    Ajid  the    cost  - 11  -  est       spices 
dled.Wemay  read,  wemay  learn,    from     his  birth     to     his   grave,     The       teachings    of  peace  an o 


^ 


t — -^       #       ^       <>4-# # — —d F — 
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GENERAL    CLASS    SONf:fS 

Star  in  the   East,"    Concluded. 


i 


?*    f;    R 


?• 


bring,    For    in    tlieir    distant  land    it     Had  long  been  foretold,     Tlie  birth  of    that    glu  -  rl  -  ous      King, 
love ;     For  this      is    the  King  who    is     mighty      to  save :     His  grace  and  his  love  we_  may    prove. 


^& 


h     h     N^^. 


^— / 


:F--f- 


CEORUS     ff 


Let       the  glad  world      re  -  joice !    Let      the    an   -    gel   -  ic     bands  Their  anthems        tritimph  -  ant  -   ly 

-J^- 0- ft 0^^ ft 0 fi 1~    .    •? ?-  -^ 


'i^pF=^M. — u       r   {^   ft 


«=^ 


r=^ 


5 


rtT7 


sing !    To    God 


be    the  glo-ryl  Sound   forth    all     ye  lands,   The  coming      of      Jesus,     our     King. 


-|f^ 


i 


r   r   I 


iff:    :^    :^    -^ 


^i^ 


3  l.o!  the  star  in  the  Kast!  let  us  follow  it  still, 

No  j)il;i!im  11  t'Vr  h'd  astray; 
Lei  UP  I'ow  al  his  tc»-l,  lei  us  study  his  will, 

And  t.'Vt>r  Ills  pve'-epis  f)l>py. 
What  tn':\^:in«-s  liavt'  we  to  jiresent  to  our  King, 

As  ail  oaei'iiig  tittiiitz  and  (nie? 
Our  hea;  1.8  iind  ourselves,  blessed  Jesus,  we  bring, 

A.ccept  us,  and  form  us  anew.    Cho. 


4  Lo !  the  star  in  the  East ;  yet  with  far  wider  rays. 

Shall  its  glorious  sliining  go  forth; 
And  earneslly  plead,  God  wcnild  hasten  the  day, 

When  his  knowledge  sliall  till  all  the  earth.       [hands. 
We  would  lift  up  our  prayers,  we  would  strengthen  ovu 

Would  send  out  our  means  all  abroad, 
Till  the  glorious  gospel  is  heard  in  all  lands. 

And  the  world  is  converted  to  God.    CHO. 


iMdMdm 


(GENERAL   CLASS   SOUTGS. 

COME    INTO    CHRIST'S    ARMY. 
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W.  A.  O. 


m^^mm. 


1.  Come  into  Christ's  army,  come  join  It  to-day.  He  calls  us  himselt,  so  we  must  not  delay;  Whattbo'  we  are  children,  we're  never  tOo 
♦    -^  -^      I        ,       !       i         !  '       I       >        I       !     -     A  ^  #.     'a      ^      .      .      *.    4L    ^ 


CHORUS. 


^^^^^mmmMkidikM^^i^ 


small    To    be   soldiers  for  Je-sus,    ho  come  one  and  all.      He  srlves  us  the  watchword,  tis  written  above.    On   the  folds  of    our 


^iMk^m^si^^^^sm^m^ 


bsniier,  that  watchword  is  "  Lovk,'^  Tls  JesHs  commands  us.  and  we  maet  obey,  Come  Into  Christ's  army,  come,  join  w     to  -  day 


pi?^ 


-t=t=f: 


c=tr3: 


T=4i-1 


feiiiJj 


2  He  gives  us  our  armor,  so  shining  and  bright ;  Temptation,  too,  often  will  lead  us  astray, 

So  let  us  flght  bravely  for  truth  and  for  right;  But  our  Captain  stands  ready  to  show  us  th«  way 

The  foes  we  must  conquer  are  strong  ones  indeed, 

We  must  ask  for  his  help  or  we  shall  not  succeed.  Cho.  4  He'D  keep  us  In  safety  till  life  shall  be  o'er, 

E'en  leath  cannot  harm  us,  Christ  mel  him  before; 

3  We've  plenty  of  trials  and  dangers  to  meet,  We'll  follow  our  leader    till  yonder  bright  heaven 
And  Satan,  our  foe,  oft  will  threaten  defeat;                            Bh&D  ring  with  our  praises  for  victory  given      CHO 


Chc 


Qg  GENERAL   CLASS    SONGS. 

,DrTOip?LE.   THE   ANGELS   WILL   WELCOME   US    HOME.      w. 


A.  09DBN. 


:=|5 


:i^:^^=:fs=t=i^c:ls 


-\^  — p-« — « — « — « — |-h*T— « — m 


How  drear  la  this  wil-der-ness    way,     How    many     the  changes  we    meet.    Our  hopes  and  our  pleasures  de-cay,         And 

.#.    f-    ^      ^^^        •      • ^     ^t 


2f  2  -^ 

-#^-* — I— 


_i — \ — ^ — I — p- 


V   1*'    1/   1/    y   U    1/    r^ 


rt^ 


_ii.    w   -*        ^  >       ,       ; ,      N     ,S     ,N     |N     ,      N       [^  I       ,        N     N    |N     |N     >      N       k-  I 

JLr}-^-  ^._zg_zzn —  , ^ «._T ,  fl     ^ — ^  r.«     « — ^ — ^ — ^z_3_i__j_? — I — 0^1  « — « — ^ — « — J — ^.  — ,?._H — p_u 


lie       In      the     dust     at      ouj       feet.      Yet  one  joyous  promise  re  -  mains,      To  cheer  our  fond  hearts  In  the  gloom,   When 
^      ^       ^       ^  ^  \  '       J  S        '     _  , 


M^-P—fi  -  - 


y ^ i^ ^._ 1^ i^ 


=s=#i^=r 


tzzcm 


-^?^-^ 


t=t=t: 


T-# — 0 — 0 — 0 — :r^-0- 


ftL-^—^ 


-* « «-- 


=t^--i-- 


it?-- 


-f— ^— «!— «f- 


=3=^tt^i 


-^^=^ 


"'5izivz:^~^v 


■#— ^— #— #■— aJ— #-f-i-.--=V 


CHORUS. 

-4- 


-r^-r=f 


i^ziazii-S-^|iz 


1^1^ 


^       f   f    t/    I 

iaded  ii/e's  sorrows  ana  woea.    The    anffels  will  welcome  ua    home.  The  angels  will  welcome  us    home,    .       .     The 

welcome  us  home. 


i^   y    ^   i>   ^   '/  "h=^    y 

.N    .N     N     N     .  __^__j I 


I • ^ u- i_ H ^-- ^-L.|_^ H-l-V ^< lo< ;*« 1/ iZ-h-  .^_^ 1— fl_L-i^ 1^ 1> ^ ^ 1/ 


-0 — 0—0- 


F^= 


I  i/  u  >  I  k  ^  y  r  '^  ^  p  r 

'  »H^«sl9  wlii  jv^lcome  us    home,    .      .     When  ended  IttVs  sorrow  and  woes,    .      .     The  angels  will  welcome  us    home. 

!  welcome  us  home,  life's  sorrow  and  woes,  welcome  us  home. 

f^~^-A~Jr2-     1  1^       I  ,       i~^ »-Rp— -» W 0 0 0 0  -»— •-H»  —0 


^  ^  ^  ifi^fi-^-. 


-» — # — 1? — 


i=fe=5^^f=5^-f-f 


Ff-^'-r^H-i 


GENERAL    CLASS    SOIfGS. 


''The  Angels  will  Welcome  us   Home/'  Concluded. 
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How  often  we're  summoned  to  part 
Witli  some  cherished  friend  that  we  lovCp 
While  grief  sits  supreme  in  the  heart, 
What  peace  cometh  down  from  above; 
They  never  will  smile  on  us  more, 
While  through  the  bleak  desert  we  roam. 
Yet  safe  on  the  evergreen  shore. 
The  angels  will  welcome  us  home. 


3  'Tis  only  a  little  way  o'er, 
The  wearisome  pilgrimage  ends, 
Its  trials  and  labors  are  gone, 
The  sun  in  the  heavens  descends; 
And  sweet  is  the  promise  of  rest. 
And  sweet  is  the  meeting  to  come, 
For  soon  in  the  realuis  of  the  blest, 
The  angels  will  welcorae  us  home. 


HARWELL.     P.  M 


KB.  MASON 


E3 


:i= 


3S 


r^d: 


FINE. 


:^::* 


mmm 


'^ 


B.C. 


Hark; 
Je  > 
Hal     • 


ten  thou 
siis  reigns 
le    -    111 


sand  harpa  and 
and  heaven  re 
jah!       hal    -    le 


IS: 


m 


S^- 


vole  -  es 
jolc  -  es; 
lis    -    Jah! 


Sound        the      notes  of   praise    %    -    bove; 

Je     ••      SUB     reigns,  the     God     of         love. 

h$d      ■-      V^     ~     lu        >       jah  I    A  _-  men. 


:trt 


V— k^-->^==^: 


Hal-le  -  lu  -  jail  I  A 


— (© — 
men. 


t).C. 


2  King  of  glory,  reign  forever. 
Thine  an  everlasting  crown;' 
Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever 
These  whom  thou  hast  made  thine  own  j 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 
Halleluiah.  &c. 


3  Saviour,  hasten  thine  appearing, 
Bring,  O  bring  the  glorious  day. 
When,  th.e  awful  summons  hearing, 
Heaven  and  e^-rth  shall  pass  away; 
Then  with  golden  harps  we'll  sing- 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King." 
Hallelujah,  &c. 
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Words  altered  rrom 
"Little  Sower." 


K^^ 


i4F:NRRAL    CLASS    SONUS 

THE    BIBLE    SAYS    WE    MAY.' 

N         1 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


i^^ 


*   •*    *    * 

I.     We're  lii     -     llf    Chrin  -  tla^      so) 


•llers.      So 


r^.    I.  —- TT — f-y~f » ^-* — *  -y-fl»— • 0 0 


sf-A  -   llani    anrt 


5!>         bold;  vVe    mean      to        flgbi      for 


7^ 


fm 


£EEE 


^:-r^-fe=z:Lr::zz:;:zzz=r4_f._._=z:t=z:t 


We    fcno^      hp'li    makfc 


hap 

I    , 

ZtE 


py.  He 


2,^1: 


^ 


^-- 


lovef 


:i^ 


pal     •     !v    round    hi"     5tand-ar«. 


f=^ 


l^ig 


:^z=:;^i=iv 


~0- 
Tbe      B1 


n^rat 


<ve  '.nay. 


i^ 


2  We  love  our  prentons  Savlonr; 

Who  died  upon  the  tree, 
And  if  we  did  not  serve  htm, 

How  >^infnl  It   would  be! 
Se  grlvea  tis  every  'comfort, 

He  h<^ars  us   wnen   wp  prav  . 
We  want  to  live  for  Jesus.- 


8  We  now  can  do  but  little 

But  when  we  older  grow, 
We'll  labor  In  < rod's  vineyard,  - 

The  brightest   «»eed  we'll  fiow. 
God  help  and  tuake  ua  faithful. 

In  all  we  do  and  say; 
Ajad  then  we'll  meet  m  hoaven. 

The  Bihie  sa"i  we  may. 


BBNERAl.    CLASS    SONOK. 

"JUDGE    NOT." 
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Contributed  b 
C.  T.  DOKDO 


rI. 


Moderato. 


^ 


m 


^^^^1 


i^ 


\.  Do     not     lash  -  ly    judge  thy        brother. 


S 


m 


he       stumble       to       the     way;  Life's    be  -  set    with 


ii 


i 


CHORUS 


3^ 


i 


^^ 


1^ 


sore    temp  -  ta  -  tions,      He     has     fall   -    ea,  and      we   •  may, 


o, 


I      thlni       it      ill 


becomes       us, 


as 


m 


^m 


-t-r 


Sr: 


^^ 


f=T^ 


^^^^^^ 


P 


:^ 


Thus    to  judge  our  brother's  case,   Let    us    wait   un 


til  we've  triumphed,  Standing    ir, 


the   self -same  place. 


'mm^ntnvm^^mmm^ 


%.  Let  us  rather  kindly  help  him 
To  regain  the  pathway  lost ; 
Gentle  words  are  never  wasted, 
Freely  give,  they  little  cost.    Cho. 

I  Take  good  heed  unto  thy  footsteps, 
BoQBd  thy  path  lurks  many  a  snare ; 


If  like  him  thou  should' st  be  tempted, 
Oh,  my  brother !  watch !  beware  I    Cho 

it  For  we  grope  our  way  but  blindly 

Through  tlie  darksome  shades  of  nigtiiSi. 
Ajad  the  best  will  err  so  often, 
'Mid  Its  tumult,  toll  and  srlfa.    Ouo 
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GENERAL   CLASS    SONGS. 

I'M   A   MIRACLE   OF   GRACE." 


Music  by  J.  H.  ROSECRANS 

-T N- 


==fe 


EEhE 


mM 


1.    Haill    my     ev   -  er 


•Je  -  sus,         On  -  ly      thee       I      wish     to    sing; 


4-»: 


t r-— i:M--c^ b-M   I         !J       i.       \j     'f»=h=-  -I ^  EE 


1^^?^ 


To      my    sou)    thy    name    is 

^ C ^ __#- 


1=5^ 


I 


-k=^ 


3 


Js— ^— h. 


i 


Thou    my    Prophet.    Priest    and       King. 


^= 


pre  -  cioiis. 


^ 


^ « 9 ^^1 *  - 

O,      what    mer  -  cy    flows  from 


2^: 


heav 


ilfeS33 


^^EEM=fhh^ 


m 


I 


e 


t==|: 


^ 


$5=6: 


SI 


^^^ 


^^m 


a 


fct 


O,    what   joy    *nd     hap  -  pi  -  nesal      Love     I    much  I  I'm  much    for  -  giv  -   en,       I'm     a      mlr  -  a 

#-,-^-— H^-— ^ — ^ — ^ — # — ^-x  -(• — ^—  -t^— y- 


-B? 


^r 


^e.._^ ^ — jt 0 ^     ^ 

jizz-i — r-^— -r    !  -^-k 


1 — ^?    t?- 

2  Once  Id  Adam's  race  In  ruinj 

UnconoeiTied  in  sin  I  lay; 
Swift  destruction  still  pursuing 

Till  my  Saviour  passed  that  way. 
Witness,  all  ye  hosts  of  heav'n, 

My  Redeemer's  tenderness : 
Love  I  much  ?  I'm  much  forgireiL, 

I'sa  9,  SBlra^la  of  grstoe. 


E-T 


cle      of    grace. 


1^.:::^/. 


^^- 


3  Shout,  ye  bright  angelic  choir, 

Praise  the  Lamb  enthron'd  above, 
While  astonish'd  I  admire 

God's  free  grace  and  boundless  love 
That  blest  moment  I  received  him, 

Fill'd  my  soul  with  joy  and  peace? 
Love  I  much?  I'm  much  forgiven, 

I'm  a  mlxacle  of  grace. 


Words  from  «'S.  S.  Advocate.' 


GENERAL   CLASS  SOUTQS. 

THE    NEW   "OVER   THERE.' 
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m 


iS: 


^^ 


Music  by  W.  A.  O&DEN. 

N 


^ 


«-r 


^3=3= 


J 


5 


1.  They       have    reached    the     sun    -    ny    shore.        And        will      nev    -     er      hun    -    ger    more,        All         their 

2.  Now       they       feel         no     chill   -   ing    blast,         For        their      win    -    ter     time         is      past,         And       their 

3.  They       hav€     fought    the     wea    -    ry      fight,         Je     -      sus     saved     them    by         his    might.        Now       they 


im 


^^ 


^i-^ 


^     A-/-^^-: 


:^^ 


1  »      ^y-g- 


3-4=3: 


ff- 


grief  and  pains  are  o'er, 
sum  "  mers  al  -  ways  last, 
dweD      with    him        In      light, 


rer  there; 
▼er  there; 
ver    there: 


And 
They 
Soon 


they 
ean 
we'll 


need        no     lamp      by     night.       For     their 

nev    -    er     know       a       fear,        For      the 

reach      the    shl    -   ning  strand,     But     well 


* 


t 


■*-— 


p: 0 #_! 0 m #_l- 


_T^ 


^ 


i 


g 


3s 


^-^ 


^^ 


^ 


-j=s 


5:? 


day  is         al     -      ways    bright, 

Sa     -     vlour's     al     -     ways     near, 
wait         our    Lord's        com  -  mand. 


And       their       Sa    •■    viour       is        their     light,  O 

And       with     them        Is        end    -   less     cheer,         O 
'TUl         we        see         his       beck  -  'ning     hand.  O 


IeeeM^ 


ver  there, 
ver  there, 
ver     there. 


-&-r 
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CHORUS, 


fel 


GENERAL   CLASS    SONGS. 

'The  New  'Over  There,'"  Concluded. 

-J- 


i 


i^ 


ver    there, 
ver    there, 

4*= 


ver     there. 


r=f 


1 — 

ver     there, 
ver     there. 


9ii 


;, 


They 


§M: 


u 

/. 


O 


Ter    there. 


R=JP-g 


V — i- 


I 


tit=i=£=^ 


i 


^ 


j^ 


"      &     L 


S 


£33^ 


nev  -  er    know      «     fear. 


§^ 


-5^  -  i^ — I — i — ' 1 — : — I— 


ver    there; 


All       their  streets  are    shl  -  ning  gold,    And  their 


ver    there ; 


i 


£=!=<: 


-»-r-^- 


V 


^i:^±=^=^==^=:f=^^: 


^^^^ 


t=-::=\ 


^^^g^$^^^ 


■^- 


m 


w 


'^^ 


lit?- 


^^ 


g'o 


'Tls 


the       Sa  -    vloTtr'B    bliss 


i^tU 


fill       fold, 


ver       i^^here. 


1=^ 


:^r=^ 


^ 


m 


0BNERA1,    CLASS   SONOS. 

WALK    IN    THE    LIGHT 


125 


"W.  A.  O. 


U  Pleasaix!       Is       the  Sabbath     day,    In    the   light,  In  the  light,  Seeming  much  of  good    to    say.    In   the  light    of   God. 


U  Pleasan! 
But      a 


the  Sabbath     day.    In    the  light,  In  the  light.  Seeming  much  of  good    to    say.    In   the  light    of  God. 
sic  rich  -  er      far.     In    the  light.  In  the  Ught,  Breather  where  angel  spirits  are.  In  the  light    of   God. 


Walk    in     the  light,  walk  In     the  light.   In     the  light  of  God,  our 


er ;  Walk  In    the  light,  walk  in  the  light,   In     the 


sm^sm^m^m$^^m^^^?'^^!?'^sMi: 


refrai:n    pp 


I      I       njar  j\jiixy .     pp  ly 


light  of   God.     Pleasanr    is    the  Sabbath  day,  In  the  light,  In  the  light,  Seeming  much  of  good  to  say.  In  the  light  of    God. 
0  I  ^ — r-# — • — 0 — 9~rP — # — #-r-*-— ■ — m-tP — P — P-rP — P — P — P~rP — P — P- 


.UteSg 


y.t\f   II 


E^P^^^^P^^^ 


Shall  we  ever  rise  and  dwell, 
In  the  light,  in  the  light, 

Where  immortal  praises  swell, 
In  the  light  of  God? 

And  can  children  ever  go. 
In  the  light,  in  the  light, 

Where  eternal  Sabbaths  glow, 
In  the  light  of  God?    Cho. 


3  Yes,  that  bliss  our  own  shall  be, 

In  the  light,  in  the  light, 
All  the  good  shall  Jesus  see, 

In  the  light  of  God. 
For  the  good  a  rest  remains, 

In  the  light,  in  the  light, 
Where  the  glorious  Saviour  reigns, 

In  the  light  of  God.    Cho. 
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GENERAL    CLASH    fiONGS. 

OVER    THE    JASPER    SEA. 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


1.  The   sea     Is      widely     toss  •  ing.     JLnd    of  -  teB  filled  with  gloom,  On  wMch  we're  swiftly    crossing  .     To 


CHORUS. 


our       #   -   ter    -   na)         home.      O        I'-er      «,hr         sea,        <^)        c-er       the        sea,       Gracious       Sa  -  Yiour, 


:g T'^ 


^ML-,-^ 


j^ 


^ 


J  -    *     r     -^"^ 


^S^ 


g 


^==^~=^ 


fci: 


Repeat  Chorus  pp. 


P^ 


pi  -  lot   me;  O   ver   the^    set*.,    O   ver   the    sea,    O  -  ver   the   jas  -  per   sea. 

/   J.  .    .    .    J^  .    .    »    J  ^%    ^    ^    Jj  r .  ,^-^f  . , 


SI 


ftENERAL    CLASS   SON&S. 

*'  Over  tne  Jasper  Sea,"    Concluded, 
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2  We've  many  a  foe  to  conquer, 
And  many  a  storm  to  face, 
Ere  we  in  heaven  anchor, 
And  sing  redeeming  grace.    Cho. 

8  Sail  on  then,  comrades,  boldly, 

And  make  God's  word  your  chart; 


Do  every  duty  nobly, 
With  Joyful,  trusting  heart.    CHO. 

4  We'll  float  the  gospel  banner, 
And  guard  it  with  our  life, 
And  shout  aloud  "  Hosannal" 
"  Victorious  in  the  strife ! ' '    Cho. 


HENLEY.     Ms  &  lOs, 


DB.  L.  MASON: 


-^ 


i.  Come  un  -  to    me  when  shadows   darkly     gath  -  er,  When  the    sad  heart     is      weary     iind  distressed 

P    _    P         fi         0 


u, 


m 


Seeking    for     comfoi-t    from  your  heavenly   Father,      Come  un  -  to    me    and     I      will  give  you    rest. 


» 


SiE^E^ 


trf^ 


t 


i 


£TC~Mf-i*-r=^T^ 


i 


i 


^R^ 


H=ft 


^~M-4^ 


2  Ye  who  have  mourned  when  the  spring  flowers  were  taken, 
When  the  ripe  fruit  fell  richly  to  the  ground ; 
When  the  loved  slept,  in  brighter  homes  to  waken, 
Wftere  their  pale  brows  with  spirit  wreaths  are  crowned. 


8  Large  are  the  mansions  in  my  Father's  dwelling, 
Glad  are  the  homes  where  sorrows  never  dim; 
Sweet  are  the  harps  In  holy  music  swelling. 
Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heavenly  hymn. 
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aKNERAL    CLASS     '^ON'GS 

i    LOVE    THEE,    DEAR    SAVIOUR 


W.   A.  O. 


t^=^=4  tt=^:r::7i  K^^=|z=^  ty:z:+:=-gi-iL_j___iLJ:^L^_J_„iaSi;  f 


1,  I  love  thee,  dear  Saviour,  thou  frjeiid  of  raanki.nd.  Who  SO  errarious  -  ly     opens     the  eyes     of    the  blind  ;M\ 


c^^TJT'^^-j^ — f — ^r — ^ — ^  vf — 1^ — f~if—f — T- 


^- 


^ 


"^ 


fe*; 


zf 


sr- 

heart  swells    withlrj      tne      'o    t.hlr^l*  'tt      thy  love      inci  t.hy  Vcind    In  -  ter  -  session      In      heaven       a  -  bove. 


CHOEVS. 


tsH; 


^Sl^tl^gfl^iii 


Receive  my     af  -  fection,  thoupth  humble    it        be,  A.nd     reveal    more    completely      thyself       uii   -  to     me. 

-\ \ i — ,— <2- 


■^  I  love  thee,  because  thou  hast  tirst  loved  me, 
And  borne  in  thy  body  mv  sins  on  the  tree, 
Thou  didst  drink  of  1  lie  cup  of  the  wormwood  and  gall, 
That  sal  vation,  by  t,n-!ice,  might  be  given  to  all     Cho. 

3  1  thank  thee,  dear  Saviour,  for  what  thou  hast  done. 
A.nd  T  glorify  ftod  for  th«^  gift  of  his  Son  ; 


In  grateful  devotion,  my  voice  I  will  raise, 

To  bless  and  adore  thee' the  rest  of  my  days.    Cho. 

4  Oh,  how  shall  T  love  thee  sufficiently  well! 
Thy  love  and  thy  mercy  no  mortal  can  tell! 
Receive  my  affection,  though  humble  it  be, 
\nd  reveai"  more  coTUDleTflv  fhyselN     '^t/.  me.    CHO 


Slow. 


W 


iEZZlS 


GENERAL   CLAF^S  SONGS. 

JESUS,    BLESSED   JESUS. 


:^15: 


P 


129 

Music  by  W.  H.  BURGETT. 


mmmm 


^=^ 


Jin^ziS: 


-a « — «- 


az3: 


1.  Heavenly    Father,    sov'reign  Lord,  Be  thy  glorious  name  adored;  Lord,  tliy  mercies  never  fail,  Hail,  celes-tial 

2.  Tho'     un worth  -y  of  thine  ear,  Deign  our  humble  songs  to  hear, Purer  praise  we  hope  to  bring, When  around  thy 


'■'n^ 


-^^"5' 


goodness,  hail !  Hail,  my  blessed     Jesus,  Hail,  my  blessed 
throne  we  sing.  Je  -  sus,  blessed     Jesus,    Je  -  sus,  blessed 


mm 


-I U-4- 


:£ 


f: 


Jesus,  Hail,  my  loving    Saviour,  Loving    Saviour. 
Jesus,     Je  -  sus,  blessed  Jesus,    Blessed     Jesus. 

-         —  -  -  -0-0- 


:t=t 


f=^ 


mm 


r±:4._4z=tr 


-U-^— V- 


^?e=*: 


^  ;/ 


53 


3  While  on  earth  ordained  to  stay, 
Guide  our  footsteps  in  thy  way, 
Till  we  come  to  dwell  with  thee. 
Till  we  all  thy  glory  see. 
Jesus,  &c. 


^ 


THE    SAVIOUR    CALLS. 


4  Then  with  angel  harps  again 
We  will  wake  a  nobler  strain: 
There  in  joyful  songs  of  praise. 
Our  triumphant  voices  raise. 
JesuB,  &c. 


I^ 


%- 


^E: 


I 


■22- 


1.  To 


» 


^ 


day 

4= 


the   Saviour 


calls, 

J2. 


Ye  wand'rers, come ;    O, 


ye 


benighted     souls,  Why  long  -  er 

III  ^         JL         ♦. 


^ 


h=i=i=k 


roam? 

—OL 


S=t 


t=t 


:^ 


2  To-day  the  Saviour  calls, 
O,  hear  him  now; 
Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  Jesus  bow. 


3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls. 
For  refuge  fly ; 
The  storm  of  justice  fallsr. 
And  death  is  nigh. 
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QEKERAL    CLASS    SONGS 

THE    WONDROUS    STORY, 


8.  WESLEY  MARTIN. 


^^i^^S^^^^^^^^^ 


qeqcg: 


1.  Hark  1  what  mean 


those  ho  -  ly   voices.    Sweetly  sound 


Ing  thro'  the  skies  ?  Lo  I  th'anisrel 


Ic   host    rejoices;  Heav'niy 


•  L    ^    '    T  L    I.    '  '         y    ^    '^    ^    '\^    / 


:g->-lS 


fell*: 


\— N 


-p 


/     >     y     y     ^     '^ 

2.  Peace  ou  earth '  jrood  will  from  heaven !  Reachi  ujc  far 


■y  p  y  t'  ^ 


-a—^- 


^ 


m^ 


&ii  man  Is  found.  Souls  redeemed.  aud  sins   forgiven.  Loud  our 

N— K— K-- N- 


gfT^7'T7:B^^i^Eg^^g7Zgz£^^ 


-*-# 


§Q 


lar 


m 


hal         -         le  -  lu  -  Jahs    rise.  Hear  them  tell 
Heavenly  halle  -  lu-jahs       rise. 


In  hymns  of  joy ;   "Glory 


tTnTt=^-^=^nn 


•^~f- 


Mi^LT=f 


=*=? 


gold  en  harps  shall  sound."Christ  is  horn 


t>    l^      ■  ^    ^    V    \^    'if    V 

the  great    Anointed!  Heav'n  and eartli  his   praises    sing;     O    re- 


gy 


-7P-^ 


m      y 


£ 


=F=F 


tE?^^^ 


P=1P-V-U- 


GENERAL    CLASS   SUNOS. 

The    Wondrous    Story."     Concluded, 
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te 


CHORUS. 


^ 


Ji  '  #     #     jt 


£ 


i 


p^ 


i?=t?=i?=tt 


the  highest— Rlory !  Glo  -  ry    be 


to  God  most  high  I' 


V=V^- 


Hear  them  tell  the  wondrous 


"Glo-ry 
•elve 


In    the  highest— glo-ry  I  Glo-ry       be 

whom  God  appointed,  for  your  proph    -    -    -    et,  priest,  and  King.' 


to  God  most  high."  Hear  them  tell  the  wondrous  sto    -    ry ; 


'm±±±t±dn 


3 


Hear  them  tell  the  wondrone 

-fv 


^^m^i 


I 


^^S 


2z: 


^^^ieu 


q? 


% 


Bto       -       ry,  Heartl 


Hear  them  chant  In  hymns  of  joy ; 


glo  -  ry 


-K-H 


M 


Glory     be    to  God  most  high 

^-1 ^ 


^1 


m 


p=^ 


^E^5 


rrrrrrf"^^~^^n:TnTf^ 


Hear  them  chimt  In  hymns  of  joy;  Glory    in    the  highest,  glo  -  ryl    Glory   be  to  God  most  high. 

Bto       -       ry.  Hear  them  chant  In  hymns  of  joy;  glo -ryl  Glo  -  ry  be   to    God    on  high. 


g 


^^^^mm 


^ 


G£NEMAL   CLA^S  SONGS. 

ANGEL   VOICES. 


Music  toy 
8.  WESLEY  MARTIN. 


3 ' ' 0 #-3 LCi^ 1 ! J- 


^  J  ^•^■^^=^ 


1.  Angel     voices     in     the  air.    Softly  whisp'rlng  ev'ry  where ;  Oft  so  far   and  then  bo  near.  That  their  words  methlnks  I 


mBummm 


m^tfH^ 


n 


f  '•  • ' '  r  •  •  r  •  •  '  -^  r  — t •  • 

2.  Angel     voices  sweet   I  hear,  Wafting  mu  -  sic  to     my   ear;  Music  borne  on  an -gel's  wing,  Sueh  as  they    a-  lone   could 


rf 


J-^ir  rr  pi 


?5IK 


^ 


^m 


w~y 


v-^ 


hear.  Telling  me  sweet  words  of  cheer.  Banishing      away       all  care.  Oh,  sweet  voices  from  abov^e.  Whispering  such  words  of  love. 


sing ;  Telling  of   the    Saviour's  1  ove.  And  his  glorious  home    above ;  Bidding  each  and  ev'ry  one  To  the  Saviour's  arms  to  come. 


ga.J  J:  J1J  J  J ,  JJM=m-t^r|dff#fPft7t^1r1 


Yes;  sweet  angels,  hover  near; 
You  have  dried  the  orphan's  tear; 
You  have  whispered  words  of  love, 
And  sweet  greetings  from  above. 
Angel  voices  in  the  air, 
Softly  whispering  everywhere. 
Loving  words  so  true  and  kind, 
To  the  weary,  burdened  mind. 


4  Angel  voices  in  the  air, 
'Tis  glad  tidings  that  you  bear, 
When  you  spealc  of  homes  above, 
And  God's  great,  redeeming  love. 
Angel  voices  in  the  air; 
Would  that  I  were  only  there 
In  that  heavenly  home  above, 
There  to  sing  the  Saviour's  love. 


Words  by  B«v.  L.  C.  WEBSTER. 


QRNERAL   CLASS   SOJVGS.  T  OQ 

D  V     TU  C      O  DVQT  A  I        D I  \/  ET  D      Written  expressly  for  this  work. 
DT        inc.     OrATOIML.      rvlVCn.  Music  by  C.  T.  DONDORE. 


„     ,  V  1st  time  If     2d  time.  -^ 


They  are  gathering  on  the  banks  Of  the  crystal  shining  river. 
They  are  fill  -  ing  up  the  ranksWhere  no       [Omit  J 


darts  of  death  can  sever  ;There  in  "light  of  life"  Immortal,  And ; 


I     K     I.   I 


N^gpp^e^^gp^^ppj^^i^ 


CHORUS. 


==zi^]i:5iq=:S:^pz:"' 


^i^?^ 


^KKrrrr 


peace  that  floweth     ever,  They  will  crowd  the  blessed  portal    Of  the     Beau  -  tiful    For  -  ever.     They  are  gath  -  ering  In  a 
_^  gath'ring,  gath'ring,     ^ 


#-#-# 0- 


^ 


tfi^i=r=^ 


0-0'^    0 0. 


^ 


Repeat  chorus  pp. 


land  Where  they  shall 

shall,  yes,  shall 


be  free  from    care.  Visions    in  the  realms  of  light      Ever       cheer,       yes,  cheer  their  sight. 

in  the  realms  cheer  their  sight. 


^^ 


^t~tt~% 


^I^B^ 


^     (     1/ 


2  There  in  pure  celestial  light, 

Where  the  tree  of  life  Is  glowing, 
In  a  land  of  glory  bright. 
With  its  living  waters  flowing, 


They  will  strike  the  golden  lyre, 
With  sweet  music  ever  ringing. 

While  the  grand  celestial  choir, 
The  "  new  soag  "  are  ever  singing.— Cho. 
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INFANT    CLASS    DEPARTMENT, 


JESUS'    LITTLE    LAMB, 


Words  and  Mnsle  by 
W.  A.  OGDBN. 


p^ 


s 


^ 


M 


rr^rc 


«=ttf 


1.  I    am    Jesus'      lit  -  tie  lamb,    Hap  -  py    all  day  long    I     am.     He  will  keep  me   safe  from  harm,  For    I'm    his   lamb. 

2.  By  his  staff  I'm    led    along,        Guarded   by   his    arm  so  strong;  I'm  sohap-py     all   daylong.    For    I'm    his   lamb. 

3.  Then  I      never     will    repine,     While    around  his     glories  shine;      I    am   his,  and    he     is    mine.  Oh,    I'm    his    lamb. 


'^W± 


±=3z 


i 


^ 


g^^ 


9^ 


ezt3E 


CHORUS. 


pimmmmm^s^sm^Wfmi=f^^ 


If  -  yus  loves  me,   this       I   know.  He  will  wash    me    white  as    snow.  He  will  keep  me  pure   I  know.  For     I'm     his  lamb. 


a 


iM^^iE^m^^^- 


I 


Ht{-^M 


i^is 


[=^FF^ 


BagiS=3-33^^ 


r?=P 


HV    u^    L^--V 


s 
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INFANT   CLASS   SONGS, 

GOD    MADE    THE    LITTLE    BIRD 

FINE. 
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TO   SING, 


AMANDA  CROWP:. 
7).C. 


S 


i^» 


^ 


QS^ 


m 


i 


5=?^ 


-^ — « — *-'-H V- 


«E^^E@^^g 


S±j 


I.  God  made  the  lit  -  tie  bird  to  sing,  Up   In  the     tree  so      tall, 

He  made  the  castled  snail  to  cling  Close  to  the     garden     wall ; 

D.C.  He  made  the  sun  so  warm  and  bright,To  ripen     all    the    corn. 


He  made  the  moon  to  cheer  the  night,  And  yon  dark  sky  adorn, 


^m 


1 


^ 


isrt 


^EE 


^^^i 


±=:t=Jt 


2  I  cannot  twinkle  like  a  star, 
Nor  blossom  like  the  flowers, 
But  God  hath  made  me  greater  far, 
And  given  me  nobler  powers : 


Affection,  reason,  knowledge,  wiU, 
Lord,  thou  dost  give  to  me, 

Then  shall  not  each  thy  law  fulfil. 
And  all  be  used  for  thee? 


THE    SUNDAY   SCHOOL, 


CLARA  LIPPINCOTI'. 


i^S 


^T^^^g 


Ar 


iTtrj- 


1.  I     love     the       Sunday    school,   And  on     that       ho   -   ly    day, 


My  heart 


of   -    ten    full.    When 


2  With  early  steps  I  come, 

To  meet  my  teachors  dear, 
Leaving  my  happy  home, 
To  seek  instruction  here,    Cho. 

3  I  love  the  Sunday  school, 

The  precious  volume,  too, 


Which  is  the  only  rule 
To  teach  me  what  to  do. 


Cho. 


4  I  love  the  Sunday  school. 
And  wish  that  every  child 
Would  here  his  name  enroll, 
?Jo  n),ore  be  rude  ajid  wild,    €^a&.- 
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INFANT  CLASS   SONGS. 

WE'RE    A    CHEERFUL    BAND. 


A.  N.  JOHNSON. 


^^J^^r-^ -P5 ^__4^ U 

pzf! IN        ■■J^vzi^v.j:: 

ir^*. — sr—-p~— 

^— r~  K  I-- 

^fe-^|.      .^—4 

it^-^ 5 

^=r 

-^z h-^    _I^    i    i=Sz: 

F^-zfc:^-* 

J  J     ■ 

1.  Broth  -  ers,    will      you      go        with  me?  We    shall  live    so    hap  -  pi  -  Iv,  Marchinc;    to     the     happy  land, 

2.  Sis   -  ters,   will      you     still      de- lay?  There  are  flow'rs  a  -  long  the  way ;  Come,  tlie  Saviour's  call    o  -  bey: 

C\'^ 

f^                            1 

7»tf  li 

^ 

1 

^   TT4 



- 

CHORUS. 


I 


fe 


i 


Repeat  Omths  pp. 


^- 


m 


t 


to 


m 


the 


liap 


py        land ; 


Marching 


5  ^ 

to         the    hap   -  py      Jand.  Singing 


^^^^ 


m 


we 

S 


go. 


V-^^X 


-4;-— U — V- 


r- 


3  Say  not  we're  a  gloomy  band  ; 
Songs  and  laughter  we  command ; 
Smiling  faces,  gentle  words, 

All  the  happy  day.    Cho. 

4  Happy  they  who,  in  their  youth , 
X^9,i:n  to  JOTC  f2,-y<f>  vr^r  of  iTutb.  t 


Truth  and  Temperance,  friends  of  all, 
Bless  the  happy  day.    Cho. 
6  Go.  then,  with  this  chosen  band, 

Marching  to  the  happv  land  ; 

There  with  rapture  you  may  stand, 
T»r»istDg  evermore,    Cho. 


INFANT  CLASS  SONQS. 


MajesticaUijf. 
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BANNER    OF    LOVE.   *"*"~'^TT:o1Si='""""""* 


^ 


^=i=U4^^s^Mm 


±^ 


f-= 


T=i 


f-'d—^ 


1.  We'll  gather  from  tjie  east  and  from  the  west,  We  will    ral  -  ly  from  near  and  from  far ;  We'll  raise  the  gospel 
/t__^e ^-—^-^ ft ft ft fL.-ft ft-^^jL 


p^ir  ^  f  n^ 


f-r—r- 


gsrt 


^^. 


I9i«i 


i 


CHORUS. 


^     ^^ 


|g4ii:  J'j'  J'  JIB 


53 


— ^ W W 9 

banner  from  the  dii8t,We     are    coming    prepared  for   the    war.  Then     lift    up    the  banner    on    high,That 


9^tj 


^-H»- 


r  r  rip— e^  g  ^  ^ 


-iZi 


^ 


m 


f 


^^ 


te— fe 


Njy^t^^ti^^gm=aj:Ji 


BE 


itZit 


^^=^.t?=^ 


glo  -  rlous  "Banner  of  love,"  We'll  fight  beneath  Its  colors   till    we  dle,Then  we'll  go    to  our  home  a 


m 


m 


f  r  r 


n  g[r  [If 


bove. 


^= 


t=j=i 


2=f 


^ 


p--^-^±Mz=t^:4.-^_g--g 


i^: 


2  Christ  is  our  leader,  and  we'll  follow  him, 
He  will  lead  to  tbe  mansions  of  rest ; 
He'll  guide  us  safely  through  this  world  of  sin, 
And  will  give  us  a  home  with  the  blest. 


S  O,  children,  fight  for  Jesus  while  you  can, 
There's  a  crown  up  in  heaven  for  you, 
▲  crown  that's  bright  and  shining  as  the  sun ; 
You  can  wear  it  if  you'll  only  be  true — Ch<>. 
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INVAST  CLASS  SOITSB. 

IS  JESUS   THINE? 


,  Moderate . 


W.  A.  OODEN. 


^kSM^Ei^^m^^m^iM 


^ 


^^: 


1.  Is      Je  -  sus  now  your  friend  ?    Is  Je  -  sus    thine  ? 

2.  Think  what  he's  done  for  thee ;       Is  Je  -  sus    thine  r 

3.  He     is      a  friend,  in  -  deed ;     Is  Je  -  sus    thine  ? 


His  love  shall  nev  -  er  end ;  Is  Je  -  sus 
He  bled  up  -  on  the  tree ;  Is  Je  ^  sus 
He    is    the  friend  you  need ;     Is    Je  -  sus 


4.  Say,    is    your  soul    at    rest  ?      Is  Je  -  sus    thine  ?       Je  -  sus    a  -  lone  can  bless  ;    Is    Je  -  sus 


§»^ 


-i¥3r 


thine  ? 
thine  ? 
thine  ? 

thine  ? 


5=::^:^?= 


^-n^-^ 


n^ 


TP^. 


Earth's  pleasures  may  decrease,  All  human  friendships  cease,  Wouldstthou  have  lasting  peace.  Take  Jesus  thine. 

See  the  sun  in  darkness  hide,When  for  you  the  Saviour  died ;  For  you  he  was  cruci-  fled ;    Take  Je  -  sus  thine. 

He's  knocking,  let  him  in:  There  is    no  friend  like  him  ;  He'll  cleanse  you  from  your  sin ;  Take  Jesus    thint. 

Wouldst  thou  in    glory  dwell,  With  saints  in  rapture  tell,     He    hath  done  all  things  well,  Take  Jesus    thine. 


^ 


^ 


E 


fetz 


-^ — 


1^ 


-^ 


=?^ 


^ 


s 


-^ 


T^ 


#— 


-m^ 


GHOBUS. 


^jPiiiiiigi^lgi^Si^lgl 


Is    Je  -  sus  now  your  friend  ?  Is    Je  -  sus    thine? 


He'll  save  when  life  shall  end  ;    Take  Je  -  sus     thine. 


-UZt 


^^ 


£^ 


itfcz:- 


P-5-E 


r^^tid=±= 


Se± 


-ff--^ 


V-^—t^ 


tNFANT    CLASS   SOl^OS, 

THE   WISHES. 

Swtg  by  six  little  Girls- 


189 


life 


^ 


\st  Girl.  I 
M  Girl.  I 
Uh  Girl.  I 


wish 
wish 
wish 


were 
were 
were 


Immming  -  bird; 

tU  -  dove;     I'd  dwell   in     sha  -   dy  bowers;  My   low,  sweet  song 


twr 

bu    -  sy 


bee. 


I'd    sip     the  sweets    of  flowers;  In    hon  -  ey     cells 

I'd  dwell   in     sha  -   dy  bowers;  My   low,  swee 

To    fly      the    green  fields  o'er ;    From  hon -ey     cell 


and 

I 
and 


^ 


tZjCUl-^-iit^ 


•ells,  The 


hon  -  ey     bells,  The     long,  bright   ro   -   sy  hours,  2df  Girl.  A     blue  -  bird       I     would    rath  -  er     b«;     And 
would  pro  -  long  Thro'     all       the    balm  -  y    hours.  4<A  C^rl.  A     rob   -   in      with    his     cheer  -  y     song,     O 
hon  -  ey      bell,     I'd    bring    each    gold  -  en  store.  Qth  Girl.  I    wish        I      were      an       ea    -    gle  bold;     I'd 


^^ 


itrx. 


r,    Till 


in 

I 

Uve 


the     dew  -  y       deU^       Jte   sing     a^    way,    so   bright  and     gay,   Till     evening       shadows     fell. 

would    rath  -  er        be.      And   eve     and   mom,  I'd  still    sing     on.      So  wUd,     and    glad,    and    free. 

on     mountain    high;      No   bird     so       no   -  ble    or        so     free.     No  bird     so     brave     as      I. 


This  to  be  swng  by  a  dozen  little  girls.  a»  response  to  the  above, 


7.  Dear  sisters,  with  the  eyes  so  blue,  And  voice  so  sweet  with  song,  For  us  there's  nobler  work  to  do.  New  Joys  to    us    be  -  lonar. 


gx 


grr — \t 


^ 


f 


b  I'l  .r  I'  J^ 


SS 


S 


g  g  ^-g — 1 


t=^^ 


^  ^  ^JTSt=i=i^- 


m — a — « 

^      0      P 


W 


Be      gentle,  loving,  good  and  klnd,"Work  with  a  brave  "I'll  try,"  The  angel-band  shall  clasp  your  hand.  And  welcome  you  on  high. 


^s 


P 


£:£ 


JZ 


-22. 


If  thli  piece  is  prepared  with  a  little  tngemulty,  it  can  be  made  an  effective  concert  piece.    It  Is  inserted  for  concert 
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INFANT   CLASS   SONGS 

OUR    LITTLE    BAND. 


Words  and  Music  by 
W.  A.  OGDEN. 


*^ 


1.  I'm     a      lit  -  tie    pll  -  grim,  And   a     stranger  here ;  Tho' this  earth   la   pleasant,     Sin     Is     always    near. 


^i^  1'  rr 


^=f=^ 


s 


f 


:z2 


CHORUS. 


^m^  i  jTrroTJ'  j  I  n  N'l  '^^^ 


Je  -  sus  loves  our  lit  -  tie  band.  He    will  lead  ua   by    the  hand,  Lead  us    to    that   bet  -  ter  land.  By  -  and-by. 


^ 


Pppg^ 


HE 


^ 


Mine's  a  better  country, 
Where  there  Is  no  sin, 

Where  the  tones  of  sorrow 
Never  enter  in.    Cho. 


3  But  a  little  pilgrim 

Must  have  garments  clean, 
Ere  he'll  wear  the  white  robe. 
And  with  Christ  be  seen.    Cho. 


4  Jesus,  hear  and  save  me; 
Teach  me  to  obey; 
Holy  Spirit,  guide  me 
In  the  heavenly  way.    Cho. 


LITTLE    FLOWER. 


W.  A.  O. 


pmmi^=^m44imti=m3^^m 


I.  Tell  me,    lit  ~  tie     flower.    With  up  -  lift  -  ed    eye.  What  do   you   see    yonder,      In     the  deep  blue  sky? 


i^: 


t 


wm 


arFANT    CLASS   SONOS. 

"Little  Flower,"    Concluded, 
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^ 


^ 


r^  /  /I  J. 


^^- 


1 


i-J  J  Jl^ 


j'~j^^'^ 


9-^i—i- 


Are    you    always    praying,   When  you  look  a-bove?TeU   me,   lit -tie  flow  -  er,  Can  you    see  Ood's   love. 


i 


Is  It  heaven's  beauty 
That  you  strive  to  reach? 

You  cannot  well  tell  me, 
Silent  is  your  epeech. 


Sweetest  little  flower, 

God  gave  you  to  me : 

May  I  too  look  upward, 


And  his  child  e*er  be. 


THE    LITTLE    PILGRIM 


Modrrato. 


W.  A.  O. 


li^5teM#j=i1j'Mlj-J'JlJMJJ 


1^5=:^ 


W 


1. 1 


j=^ 


lit  -  tie  pilgrim  stand,  BJaocking  at  my    Father's  gate,TremblLng,walting  for  his  hand  To  remove  the     heavy  weight. 


-  /  J-  JUUljn^, 


i^^^ 


I^S 


^^^^^^^^^S^^^ 


Oh,  my  sins,  they  press  me  down  To  the  earth,  and  keep  m«  there  ;VVTiat  I  want  is     not    a  crown,  But  to    be  made  pure  and  fair. 


While  I  knock,  wilt  thou  not  hear? 

O,  my  Father,  hear  my  cry  J 
Oi^en  wide  the  gate  roost  dear. 

Gate  of  mercy,  ere  I  die. 


Help  a  helpless  child  to  find 
The  right  path,  the  narrow  way. 

With  the  little  pilgrims  joined, 
Walking  homeward  every  day. 
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Wovds  toy  K«t.  T.  O. 


INWAJffT  CLASS  SOITQS. 

MAKE    ME    LIKE   UNTO   THEE.  w,^rrxp^';^./J?Sw*o'^> 


tejEE;^^^j#i|^^^=##i^i^^j 


1.  The  mom-ing  bright  with       ro  -  sy     light,   Has  waked  me     from  my     sleep;  Father,      I       owti    thy 

2.  All  thro'    the      day,      I       hum  -  bly    pray,     Be     thou    my      guard  and    guide ;  My    sins  for  -  give,    and 

3.  Oh,    make   me     rest    with  -  in      thy  breast,  Great  Spir  -    it        of       all     grace ;  Then   I   shall     be,       if 


'mirrttitt±m^^^sM 


i 


m 


CHORUS. 


^S^^P^^^^^^pS  I 


^ — ^ 


love        a  -    lone    Thy         lit  -    tie  one    doth  keep, 

let       me      live,    Dear  Sav  -  iour,  near    thy  side, 

made    like    thee,    Pre    -  pared   to  see      thy  face. 

/TV 


Make    me      like      nn  -    to      thee,      Sav-  iour, 


feg^ii^g^^iggHl-lXii]^ 


^^-F 


^£ 


B33B^^ 


m^^ 


I 


s 


iiii 


#--^ 


^tr^t 


wm 


■^—^-^^7^ 


Make  me   like    un  -  to     thee,  For  -  give,  1    pray,  my  mM  this  day,    And  make    me    like      an  -  to      thfe. 


wm^mM^3^m 


E3 


Si 


SOLO    AND    CHORUS    DEPARTMENT 
CHILDREN    MAY   COME. 


148 


i 


Vrom  Palmer's  "Sabbath  Scbool 
Songs,"  by  permission. 

-t\ K -N 


m 


£3 


a£tt==a 


H.  R.  PAI.HEB. 


i 


SSi? 


i 


W IT- 

1.  Je    -     sus       loves      lit    -     tie      ehll  -   dren,      He         is 

2.  Je    -     sus       now     doth       en   -    treat    you;     List        to 

3.  Je    -     sua       now     doth        command      you;      Do        not 


their  friend;  His 
his  voice;  Oh, 
de  -   lay;    Oh, 


aid  he  will  lend; 
hear  and  re  -  joice; 
haste    to         o  -    bey; 


^ 


^CTg 


^4- 


#-^ 


m 


ifFM 


5r: 


m 


i 


s 


m 


P 


Like  a  shep    -    herd     he'll     lead    them; 

He  is         read     -    y  to       meet     you; 

Dan    -     gers       dark        will      sur  -  round     you 


Come     to        him,     chil  -   dren,       to    -     day. 
Lit     -    tie       ones,     turn       not         a     -     way. 
If      from       your    Sav  -    lour       you       stray. 


I^ 


m 


i 


m 


CHORUS. 


P^ 


Omit  2d  time. 


j'   i'  j:l  i  i  t  i- 


]E3 


Children  may  come,  Children  may  come,Chlldren  may  come  to  the  Saviour ;  Children  may  come  and  be  saved. 


M=^ 


M 


ft   f   p.. 


9!fe± 


s 


^a 


5=5=^ 


m 


^     ¥ 


^ 
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aOLO    AJ^D    CBORU8    OSPJLRTMENT. 

LOVED   ONES   GONE    BEFORE. '«'CS-?£i;f5SSr^' 

H.  H.  PALMER. 


P^^^^ggzrzzrig^ass 


SI 


1.  O'er      the,      wa  -    ters    dark    and    foam  -  ing,      Is         a       bright   and      peace  -  ful       shore;  There      the 

2.  By       the     crys  -  tal  streams  of      heav  -  en,       In       Its    fields        of       fade    -  less    bowers,    To         our 

3.  In       the     man    -  y  -  mansloned     dwelling:,       Of        the      ho     -    ly         and        the    blest,   Where      the 


NF^ 


^ 


r=f 


f 


'-r 


w=^ 


^^a=T 


ful  bands  are  roaming,  Of  our  loved  ones  gone  before;  Just  how  near  they  stray  to  meet  us,  We  can 
loved  and  lost  are  glv  -  en  Pur-er  Joys  than  these  of  oars;  Do  they  whisper  there  the  sto  -  ry  Of  their 
glad,   new  song   is  swell  -  ing,  Our  be  -  lov'dones  are    at    rest.  We   will  hush  each  sigh  of  sad  -  ness.  Lest     it 


a 


m. 


I 


t 


-St 


n 


5 


^ 


^ 


fiOLO    AND    CJTOPrrs    nKPAnTMW.NT 

"  Loved    Ones    Gone    Before."     Concluded. 

iS        N        ,s        N        . r-       hi-    >■■ 


l=^LJ^_Jsr^^-^^^ 
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nev  -  er  sure  -  ly  know ;  But    their    welcom  -   Ings     will 

love  for  us     be-  low?   To    those  sum  -  mer  heights  of 

reach  that  peaceful  land;  There    will  come    an    hour      of 


greet  us,  When  we  launch  our  bark  to  go. 
glo  -  ry  Do  they  long  for  us  to  go? 
glad  -  ness ;   We     shall  join    the       spir  -  it      hand. 


I 


^ 


I 


^ 


il 


^=i 


ia 


-«5— 


3 


CHORUS. 


I 


P^^ 


r7~r"Qi:^ 


^ 


We        are       com   -  ing,       hap    -    py  an  -  gels!     O 


a—k.^ 


illlUi 


pen       wide    the     i>earl  -  y       gale! 

^   r   r    f-   r- 


On  -    ly 


^1 


ias 


^ 


1st  time. 


2d  time. 


Fine! 


i£±^J3fej;a^sggeii 


^-3 


just     a        lit  -    tie      Ion  -  ger,   Shall   we     la   -    bor, 


love     and    wait.  Shall  we    la  -  bor,  love 


and  wait. 


Ms 


^ 


^1?^^ 


EE 


i 
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f^ 


t^- 


SOLO    AJSJJ    CBORWS    DEPARTMENT. 

ANGELS    ARE    WAITING. 


Words  and  music  by 
W.  A.  OGDEN. 


^ 


i 


i 


543 


v^-=^ 


^gi 


1  A.11  -  gels  are  wait  -  Ing  out  com  -  tag, 
t.  See  how  their  bright  crowns  are  gleaming, 
t    Soon  we'll  be    nrosslng     f,be      riv     -     er, 


On         that    happy      shore; 
As         proudly    they     stand; 
Soon       life's  day  wib      and ; 


Waiting    to     Did  us    a 
See  their  glad  banners  noi» 
Soon  we   will  hail  the  glad 


'iffr-^ 


-^ 


i: 


^ 


3gEE^:3g-|^ 


3- ^5-    * 


\X^ 


i!g-@fl^^iiEEi=^^^^ 


9^.. 


5=?5: 


--:: :T 


=3= 


■#■.  V. 


SOLO   AND    CHORUS    DEPARTMBRT. 

'Angels    are    Waiting."     Concluded, 
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m 


^ 


^r^rf=r 


^E5 


;Se£±1e 


l^\ 


Blight  an  -  gel  -  Ic  band ; 
On  that  happy  shore; 
With   loved  ones  we'll  stand ; 


Waiting     to    welcome  us     o    -     ver, 

Where  we  shall  praise  the  Redeem    -    er, 

And  we  shaD  dwell  with  them  ev   -    er, 


To       that  happy     land. 

And       part  never  -  more. 

In       that  happy    land. 


Pfe 


r 


^ 


35^^ 


^^^m 


CHORUS 

S 


pJ==d==L=^;==J^^4^^;^=LJ^ 


3-   3 


V.V 


^ 


y^^ 


An    -    gels     are       wait  -  ing        to       meet       us;     Close       by  the        riv   -   er      they       stand, 


mS 


^ 


^ 


I? 


t=^==^=S=i=^,:^^^ 


^^pi&E^[ 


Walt 


S 


Ea^-==^"F^^3^~r"B^;?:|| 


Ing 


to 


smg 


us 


wel         come,  Home,    home 


^ 


that       land. 
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^OLU   ajS'D    chorus    DEPAMTMENr. 

WE    SHALL   MEET    THEM    AGAIN 


A.  N.  JOHNSON. 


^=3~r~r" 


^ 


^ 


S 


1.  Mik  -   ny    Bweet  chll-dren    have    lived       and    died,       And     said    "Goodbye,"    at     the     rlr     -     er    side;       They 

2.  Ma  -  ny    dear    ehil-dren     we     know        do   atand.      And     tune       their  harps    in     the     bet     -     ter  land;      Their 

3.  Tbey  used    to    mourn  when  the     chll   -   dren    died.        Be  -  fore      King     Je  -  bub    was     cm     -     el  -  fled ;        The 


^ — ig"~': 

^  : 


_- /s^ 


t- 


i 


Sitifc? 


^^j; 


m 


33^ 


I 


— * * ^iCT 

nlnK     stream,       And          fa    -    ded  a 

en        string,       Bring           mu       -  sic 

ing       beam.         Now     lights       all  the 


dipped       their        feel  in  the  shl 

lit      -       tie         bauds     from       each        KOld 
crotis,        with  light  un    ~   chang 


way,       like  % 

sweet,  while        the 

way      o'er         the 


9   : 


t 


55 


^m 


af/i.o  AND   CHORUS   DRPARTMENT 

"We  shall   meet  them   again/'  Concluded. 
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i^ 


love  -  ly 
an  -  gels 
mist  -  y 


dream, 

sing, 

stream, 


And 
Bring 

Now 


fa      -      ded 
mil 

lights  all 


sic 
the 


way, 
sweet, 
way 


llke 
while 
o'er 


a 
the 
the 


love 

an 

mist 


ly  dream. 

eels  sing, 

y  stream. 


^ 
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^ 
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i^ 
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r: 


:1=r- 


CHORUS,    a  tempo  promptly. 


iip^i 


We      shall      meet    them       a  -  gain       on        \\\e       shore.        We       shall     meet    tlienu       a  -  gain       on         the 


5^ 


meet    tlienu 


2rf  iime  pp. 


^r^ 


p 


II 


shore,       With      fair 


5 — i-^ 


38 


er       face       and       an    -    gel    trace.     Rach    loved    one     will    wel  -  come    as 


there. 


:t=X 


-0 # ^ ^ ^— I '^-', V'l  ^ 

fill     1 — r"x~^ 
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80L0  AND  CHORUS  DBPARTMEITT, 

COME    UNTO    ME. 


A.  N.  JOHNSON. 


P^ 


at       the  morn  -  Ing       hour,  When   the     heart       is  fresh  with 

in       the  sweet  spring  tirae,  Ere       tlie  flowers     of  youth  are 

at       the  morn  -  ing       hour,           With      tlioughts  of  praise  and 

at       the      eve  -  ning     hour,           E'er         sleep     your  sens  es 

ye  youth  -  ful    throng,          No           bet    -    ter  time  can 


^^ 


"22. 


% 


^3 


Ttr 


:ti=li=5; 


dew,  While  life  is  fair, 
past,  While  no  foes  you  fear, 
prayer;  Let  your  songs  as  -  cend 
^till;  And     bless    the     eon 

he;  Who      lov  -  eth     and 


-'?.:rzz 


and    you  have    no     care,    You    can   have  no   friend  more  true, 

and     no   days    are    drear.  And   your  sky  ne'er    o       -  ver    -  cast. 

to    your  heavenly  Friend,  Who  doth  keep  you  with  his  care. 

stant      heavenly    power,        And        bow   "be -fore  his  will, 

who       trnst-eth      me,         These      shall    my  glo      -       ry  see. 
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SOLO  ASH  CaORVS  DBPAltTalMNT. 

'  Come  unto  me,"  Concluded, 


151 


fe? 


CHORUS. 


gfe 


— #— •— L-#~|_.5=* — 0 i  T-^g  — S ,=iiz=«_. 


— « — F 


S 


itz:2: 


We  come,      .    , 


we 
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come, 


In       the       days 


of  youth, 
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Sa  -    vlour,    we   come     to 


thee; 
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While  the      mom 
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fair, 
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Dear     Sa    -    vlour,      we      come 


to 


thee. 
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aOLO    AND    CBOROH  DEPAPTMENT 

ONLY    WAITING. 


A.  B.  IRVING. 


£f-- 


^^^s^^^^^i 
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1.  On    -     ly  waiting    till    the    shadows 

2.  Ou    •     ly  waltlivj    till    the     angels 

3.  On   -     ly  waitlujj    till    the    reapers 


Are  a     lit  -  tie  longer  grown ;  Ou 

O     -     pen  wide  the  mystic  gate ;  At 

Have       the  laet  sheaf  gathered  home ;  For 


-     ly    waiting  till     the 

whose  feet  I   long  have 

the  summer  time    Is 
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glhnmer 
waited, 
faded, 


Of  the  day's  last  beam  is  flown  • 
Wea  -  ry.  poor,  and  des-o  -  late ; 
And        Che  autumn  leaves  have  come. 


Till  the  night  of  earth  is       faded, 

E     -     ven  now  I  hear  their  footsteps. 
Quick    -    ly  I  reapers  I  quickly     gather  I 
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SOLO    AND    CHORUS    DBPARTMENT. 


Rail. 
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•*Only  Waiting,"    Concluded. 
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P'rom  the  heart  once  full  of  day; 
And    their   voices    far    a  -  way, 
rhe      last   ripe  hours  of  my  heart; 
Rail. 


Till  the  stars  of  heaven  are  breaking 
If  they  call  me,  I  am  waiting, 
For    the  bloom  of    life    Is    withered. 


Through  the  twilight  sotX  and  gray. 
On  -  ly  waiting  to  o  -  bey. 
A.nd       I     hasten     to    de  -  pan. 
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wait   -    ing 


V 


tui 


the        glim  -  mer 


Of 


the 


day's       last      beam 


r± 


:^=^ 


ZIJ^ 


flown. 


m 


154 


SOLO    AND    caORlTS    DBPAXTHBllT. 

YEAR    OF    RELEASE    IS    AT    HAND. 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


^ggp^^ig^^Ssyia^gJBaEEBJ 


1.  O,  a  -  gred    believ  -  er,  whose  feet         On  the  shores  of    e-  ter  -  nl  -  ty      stand,      Bear      calmly    the     trials    you 

2.  Ko^     fair  are  those  mansions  a    -    bove!      The     scenes  that  await   you,  bow  grand !      How    thrilling  the  welcome  of 

3.  Av   -    read-y  fajnt  echoes  you        hear         Of     songs  from  the  glo  -  ri  -  fled    landi      You  know  that  yotir  home  must  be 
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meet.  For  the  year  of  release 
love!  Oh,  the  year  of  release 
near,  That     the    year     of       release 


Is       at        hand!      Long,  long.though  fatigued    and     op  ■     pressed.  You  have 
le       at        hand  I        No    storms  of    temp  -  ta  -  tion    or  care         Sweep 

is       at         hand!     Karth's  pleasures     are    tak  -  ing   their       flight.        But  the 
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SOLO   AND   CHOaUA    Ott-ASTtlENT. 

"Year  of    Release  is  at   Hand,"  Concluded. 
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toiled  at  your  Master's  command.  But,  soon  shall  you  enter  your  rest,  For  the  year  of 
o  -  ver  that  beauti  -  ful  land.  But  Joys  nev  -  er  fading  are  there,  And  the  year  of 
glories    ce  -  lestial    ex  -  pand;    And  faith  almost  changes   to  sight,    For  the      year  of 


release  Is  at  hand. 
release  is  at  hand. 
release  is     at      hand. 
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Oh,      a     -    ged        be   -   liev   -   er    whose 


feet       On     the         shores   of 


e     -   ter   -     nl    -     ty      stand,    Bear 
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calm  -   ly        the       tri   -    als       you 
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Wor<1s  by 


C.  JOHNSON. 


SOLO   AND   CHORUS    DEPARTMENT 

ON    THE  GREEN    SHORE, 


Musio  \iy  i^.  ^.  OGDEN 


^il^^^ 
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1.  t    am  standing  up  -  on  the  green    sliore,         All  wea-ry    and  faint  with  de    -    lay ;  Still    fearing  the    billows  that 

2.  No     longer      T    fear   the  dark      wave,  So     many  have  passed  by  this      way;      To  the  land  where  the  Saviour  ha? 

3.  I    am    waiting  up  -  on  the  green    shore,         But  fear  not  the  billows   that        roll:         When    Je-sus  shall  call   T    pass 
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roar,  Still   dread-lng     the    mist  -  covered 

gone,  I'll      hast  -  en,     nor    long  -  er       de 

o'er.  To  the  beau-ti    -    ful    home    of      the 


way; 
lay; 
soul ; 


H 


A.nd     oh.      If      my     Sa  -  viour  would       come,  To 

For    thousands  have  ford  -  ed      the         stream,        And 
There  brother     and     sis  -   ter,    and  all.  Who 
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"On  the  Green  Shore,"  Concluded, 

CHORUS,    Promptly ,  and  in  exact  time.  
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car  -  ry    iiw3  safe  o'er  the   wave ; 
safe  -  ly  attained  yon  bright  shore, 
left    us    In  days  that  are    past. 


Ajid  O,  were  1  safe-ly  ai 
No  sor-row  nor  danger  to 
Will      welcome  us,  sing-ing  for 


home,  No      more  the  dark  waters   to     brave, 

fear.  For      sbr-row  and  sickness  are     o'er. 

Joy,  The    pleasures  which  always  shall  last. 


ifei:«t=a=tj^: 


m- 


i-«- 


^ 


I 


±1, 


'^- 


r^-^ 

^^. 


— I- 


1^ 


mm 


^E=^ 


3EEE 


I 


4-- 


m 


y-t^ 


O        tear    uol,  drea<l  not,  the  dark    roll-lng  wave 


O        tear    uol,  drea<l  not,  the  dark    roU-lUK  wave.  The    Sa  -  vlour     Is    near    thee,   and 
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to    save ;      O 
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fear       not    the    wa  -  ters.  We'll  safe   -   ly    pass  o'er.     And     all      meet      a  -  gain,      on    the  bright    hap  -  py    shore. 
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SOLO   AND   CrrORVS    DEPARTMEN-r. 


W    A    OGDEN, 


CHRISTMAS    CAROL. 


1.  Did  you  hear     a     lit-tle   bird,     a    lit- tie  bird    a-sin^-in^?      Did  you    hear     a        lit- tie  bird,    in    the  ear-ly  luorn? 

2,  k  lit-  tie  child,  a  maiden  fau",  her  watch  he-side  him  keeping.  And  an,a;e]s  wondered  as  they  gazed.  And  sliook  their  starry  winge- 
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infant,  calmly  slee 


Did  you  hear    the  merry  bells,    the  mer-ry  bells   a-  ringliij/.      T<'      tell    us    all  the  good  glad  news,  that  Jesus  Christ  is  born?  It 
They  saw  their  Lord  before  them,  he,  au  infant,  calmly  sleeping.    O      iove  of  C4od,  surpassing  all  mysterious  hidden  things;    Then 
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Is  a  strange  and  wondrous  tale,  a    mar-vel-oiis  old  sto  -  ry,      It   happened  In  the  distant  time,  the  far-off   long    a -go;      To 
praise  we  now  our  Father,  <><>d,  with  all  our  life's  endeavor.  His  loving  Christ  has  borne  the  cross,  that  we  might  wear  the  crown;  P'roiu 
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SOLO  AND  CaOSaS  OKPASTUStrT. 

"  Christmas  Carol,"  Concluded. 
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us  there  came  the  King  of  Kings,  the  Lord  of  life  and  glory,    A    helpless  babe,    a    lit-tle  child,  a      wea-r\    man  of  woe.  C>u  I 
death  to  life  our  souls  may  rise,  to  dwell  with  him  forever,    For  this  he  left  his  throne,  and  laid  his  re-gal  honors  down.  Oh  I 
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CHORUS. 


Did  you  hear  the  lit  -  tie  bird,  the  lit  -  tie  bird  a-  slng-lng;  The    mystic  bird  that  sings  at  eve,  and    ve  -  ry    ear-ly  morn?  She 
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singetli  in  our  heart  of  hearts,  "  Christmas  bells  are  ringing,"  And  so  we  know  the  good  glad  news,  that  JK8U8  Chkist  ih  born. 
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SOTA)     AND     CHOKUS  OEP ARt-MttHkT 

ARMY   WITH    BANNERS. 


Mitgro 
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4 

\,  Is      that      the     moon    rls    -  ing  o'er      yon  moxintaln'8  crest?    Ts      that      the 

2.  fa      that      tihe     great      o  -  oean  that  breaks  on       the    shore?  Is      that      the 

3.  In    days     long      de    -  part  -  ed  the       foremost    have  passed,  No       eye       of 

4.  Come,  join  the    great      ar    -    tny,  and    march  with     the    host,Though  kingdoms 


sun       gilding  the 

loud  thun  -  der     or 

the  liv    -    Ing  shall 

and  empires  shall 
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land     of       the 

fierce  tempest's 

aum  -  ber     the 

crumble       to 


west?     O,         no!  'tis      the        ar  -  my,  with  psalms    and      ho  -  san    -    nas,  They 

roar?     O,         no!  'tis      the       shouting,  with  bright    shin.  -  ing       banners.  They're 

last ;    March    on,  val  -  lant       ar   -  my,  with  psalms  and      ho   -    san  -  nas,  Sing 

dust,      To      power  and      do   -  min  -  ion,       to         conquest      our        banners,        Ad- 
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SOLO   AND    CHORUS    DEPARTMENT, 

"Army  with   Banners,"  Concluded, 
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praise  their  great  lead  -  er,      and       lift     liigh  their     banners,     And 

marching  to       conquest     with  psalms   and     ho   -  saii  -  nas.  With 

prais  -    es  to        Je   -   sus,   and      lift     high  your     banners,     And 

vance  with  the     warriors,      with  psalms   and     ho  -  san  -  nas,  With 


lift     high   their  banners  f 

psalms  and     ho   -  san  -   nas! 

lift     high    your  banners! 

psalms  and     ho   -  san  -   nas! 
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Our  host  ever  shining,  the  Array  with  banners !  We're  marching  to     Zi  -  on,  with  psalms  and  hosannas,  We're 
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marching    to     Zion,  We're  marching  to      Zion,  Were  marching  to     Zi 
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SOLO    AND    CHORUS  DEPARTMENT, 

HOLD   THE    LIGHT. 

h         St— 1 K- 


W.  A.  OGDEN. 


L  Ho !    thou  tarav'  -  ler       oii    life's  highway,  Mov  -  ing  care  -  less  -  ly     a  -  long,    Pausing     hot    to  watch  the 
2.  Look !  up  -  on      thy      right      a    brother     Wanders   blind  -  ly    from  the  way ;  And    up  -  on     thy    left,    a 
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sJiadows    Low'r  -  ing       o'er       the        mighty       throng,  Stand  a  -  side    iand    mark    how  feebly     Some   are 
sis  -  ter,    Frail     and       err  -    ing,  turns      a    -     stray;  One  kind  word,  perchance,  may  save  them;  Guide  their 
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SOLO    AND    CHORUS    DEI'ARTMENJ^. 

'  HoJd    the    Light."     Concluded, 
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Strug  -  gling     In       the    fight,    Turning      on     thee    wist  -  ful  glances,     Beg  -  gtng  thee     to     hold     the   light. 
-way  -  ward  steps     a  -right;  Canst  thou,  then,  withhold     thy  counsel?  No;     but    fly      and    hold    the   light 
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Hold 


=¥^ 


-*•- 


^•- 


i*'      i 

the       light! Hold     the 

Hold  the    Ught! 
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light! Hold    . 

Hold  the  Ught  I 
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3  Hark !  a  feehle  wail  of  sorrow 

Bursts  from  the  advancing  throng; 
And  a  little  cbild  is  groping 

Through  the  darkness  deep  and  long. 
'Tis  a  timid  orplaan,  shivering 

'Neath  misfortune's  witliering  hlight; 
Friends,  liome,  love,  are  all  denied  her; 

Oh  t  In  pity  hold  the  light.    Cho. 

4  Not  alone  froiix  lieathen  darkness, 

Where  the  pagan  bows  the  knee, 
■Worshipping  his  brazen  Image 
"With  a  Dliiid  idolatry— 


Where  no  blessed  gospel  teachings 

E'er  illume  the  soul's  dark  night. 
Come  the  cry  to  fellow  mortals, 

Wild  and  pleading,  "  Hold  the  light  J"    Cho, 
5  Here  as  well,  in  life's  broad  highway, 

Are  benightec^  wanderers  found : 
And  if  all  the  string  would  heed  them, 

Lights  would  glimmer  all  around. 
Acts  of  love  and  deeds  of  kin4ness 

Then  would  make  earth's  pathway  bright, 
And  there'd  be  no  need  of  calling, 
'  Ho!  thou  traveller,  hold  the  light!"    Cho. 
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SOLO    AND    CHORUS    DEPAJtTMENT. 

SAY,    IS   YOUR   LAMP   BURNING,    MY   BROTHER? 


W.  A.  oecER. 
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1.  Say,    Is  your  lamp  burning,  my  brother, 

2.  There  are  many  and   many       around  you, 

3.  There  Is  ma  -  ny    a  lamp  that  \b  lighted; 

4.  If    once  all  the  lamps  that  are  lighted. 


I  pray  you  look  quickly  and  see; 
Who  follow  wherev-er  'you  go; 
We  behold  them  anear  and  a  -  far; 
Should  stead!  -  ly  blaze  in    a        line. 


For    If        It  were  burning,  then 
If  you  thought  that  they  walked  In  the 
But  not  ma   -  ny  among  them,  my 
Wide  o  -  ver  the  land  and  the 
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sure   -   ly  Some  beams  would  fall  bright  up-   on     me.  Straight,  straight  is   the    road,  but      I       fal  -   ter,  And 

shad    -  ow.  Your  lamp   would  bum  brighter,      I    know.        Up  -  on     the    dark  mountains  they  stumble.         They  are 

broth  -  er,  Shine    stead  -  i    -  ly       on,    like     a       star.         I     think,  were  they  trimmed  night  and  morning, '^hey  would 

o  -    cean.  What  a  gir  -die  of      glo    -  ry  would  shine !      How  all     the     dark   pla  -  ces  would  brighten,       How   the 
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Say,    is    your    Lamp    burning,    my    Brother? 
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oft       I    fallout    by  the     way;                 Then  lift  your  lamp  higher,  my  brother.  Lest       I     should  make  fatal     de  -  lay. 

bruised  on  the  rocks,  and  they  lie       With  their  white,  pleading  faces  turned  upward  To  the  clouds  and  the  pit  -  i  -    ful  sky. 

nev  -  er  burn  down  nor  go    out,          Though  from  the  four  quarters  of     heaven.  The  winds  were  all  blowing      a-  bout, 

mists  would  roll  up  and  a   -   way  I  How  the  earth  would  laugh  out  in  her    gladness  To    hail        the  millen  -  ni  -  al  day. 
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SOLO  AUD  OHOBUS  DBPASTMXNT. 

ROOM   AMONG   THE   ANGELS. 


Music  by  W.  A.  OGDEN. 


A  mother  who  was  preparing  some  flour  to  make  into  bread,  left  it  for  a  few  moments,  when  little  Mary— with 
childish  curiosity  to  see  what  it  was  —  took  hold  of  the  dish,  which  fell  to  the  floor,  spilling  its  contents.  The  mother 
struck  the  child  a  severe  blow,  saying,  with  anger,  that  she  was  "  always  in  the  way." 

Two  weeks  after,  little  Mary  sickened  and  died.  On  her  death -bed,  while  delirious,  she  asked  her  mother  if  there 
would  be  "  room  for  her  among  the  angels."  When  too  late,  the  broken-hearted  mother  felt  no  sacrifice  too  great 
could  she  have  saved  her  child. 
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1.  Is     there  room  among  the 

2.  I         have  sorely  tried  you, 

3.  1  was  nor-  so  wayward, 
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SOU)  AlTD  CBORVS  DXPARTUBNT, 

"  Room  among  the  Angels,"  Continued, 
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For      the   spirit    of  yotir  child? 
-Been    to   you  a  constant  care, 
Not      so     ve-ry,  ve  -  ry    bad, 


Will  they  take  your  little  Ma  -  ry 
And  you  will  not  miss  me,  moth  -  er, 
But    that  tender  love  would  nour   -   ish, 
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In  their  loving  arms  so  mild?  Will  they  ev-er  love  me  fond  -  ly, 
When  1  dwell  among  the  fair ;  For  you  have  no  room  for  Ma  -  ry. 
And  make  Mary's  heart  so  glad!  Oh,        1  yearn  for  pure  af  -  fee    ~    tion, 
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HOLO   AND    CHORUS    DEPARTMENT. 

**  Room   among  the  Angels,"  Concluded. 
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BOW    DOWN    THINE    EAR.     Anthem, 
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Bow  down  thine  ear,       O  Lord,  and    hear    me,    Bow  down  thine    ear,       O    Lord,  and  hear  me ;  Preserve  my  soul.  Pre- 
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Inclltkc  thine     ear,    and  hear    my      call.    Bow  down  thine   ear,  bow    down  thine  ear.   Hear  thou   my    cry,  hear  thou  my 
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SOLO   AND    CHORUS   DEPAMTMEltT. 

"  Bow    down  Thine  Ear,"   Concluded. 


Allegro  con  spirito. 
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SOLO   AND    CHORUS   DEPAMTMXNT. 

HE   SHALL    FEED    HIS    FLOCK, 
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I.  B.  WOODBUKY. 
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SOttO   AND   CHORUS  DEPAMTMBNT. 

*•  He  shall  feed  His  Flock,"  Concluded, 
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SOLO  AND  CHORUS  DEPAMTMENT. 

"THY  WILL  BE   DONE." 
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MlB.  AMAHDA  CKOWE, 
Genera  College,  O. 
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1 .  M7  God  and  Father,  while  I  stray  Far  from  my 

2.  Though  dark  my  path  and  sad  my  lot,  Let  me  be 

3.  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day.  Blend  it  with 

4.  Then  when  to  heaven's  bright  realms  I  soar,  Theie  words, 
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0  teach  my  youthful  heart  to  say, . 
And  ever  pray  as  thou  hast  taught, 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 
I'll  sing  triiunphant  evermore,  . . . 
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Thy  will  be  done. 

Thy  will  be  done. 

Thy  will  be  done. 

Thy  will  be  d«ne. 
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XITIDEX:. 


(GENERAL  CLASS  DEPARTMENT. 

A  kiss  for  a  blow  -  -  -  14 
Alida.  (C.  M.  double)  -  -  33 
Any  room  for  Jesus  -  -  67 
Angles  high  in  Glory  - 
Angel  band  -  -  -  - 
Angel  voices  -  -  -  • 
Angels  will  welcome  us  home 
Angels  are  waiting 
Arniy  with  banners 
Bright  morning  horn- 
Banner  of  Love 
Beautiful  land  on  high  - 
Beauteous  mansion 
Better  way  _  -  -  - 
Bright  for  evermore 
Bible  -  .  -  .  - 
Bible  says  we  may  - 
Bow  down  thine  ear 
By  and  By  - 
By  the  Crystal  River  - 
Children's  rallying  song 
Clark's  grove— C.  M. 
Come  to  the  Saviour,  to-day 
Come  ye  that  labor 


Calvary's  holy  mountain 

Cheever.    C.  M.  - 

Come  into  Christ's  army 

Calmet         -        .        .        _ 

Children  may  come 

Come  unto  me         -        -        - 

Chiistmas  Carol 

Don  t  you  hear  the  angels  sing 


112 

132 

118 

146 

160 

24 

137 

35 

38 

6 

13 

48 

120 

169 

56 

133 

8 

19 

25 

29 

40 

55 

106 

117 

88 

143 

150 

158 

15 


Dennis.     S.  M. 

-    75 

Dear  Lord,  remember  me   - 

103 

Eden  Above 

30 

Evergreen  mountains  of  life 

-     22 

Funeral  bell    - 

-     60 

F  ist  by  the  throne 

88 

Glorious  Kingdom 

-     10 

Gathering  home 

92 

Go  work  in  God's  Vineyard 

-    52 

Guide  and  bless  us 

58 

God  is  my  father,  I  know    - 

101 

Glad  tidings    - 

-    85 

Gone  to  rest 

114 

Golden  gate     - 

-     82 

Golden  harp  in  glor}^  - 

57 

God  made  the  little  birds  to  sins: 

135 

Gather  them  into  the  fold 

-    91 

Harwell.    (P.  M.) 

119 

Henley,    (lis.  &  10s.)     - 

-  127 

Hills  of  Heaven 

18 

Happy  world  above     - 

54 

Heaven  is  my  home 

-    68 

Home  of  the  blest 

78 

Home  at  last 

-    79 

Hartel.    L.  M.     - 

106 

Hold  the  light 

-  162 

He  shall  feed  his  flock 

171 

I  love  the  Lord 

-    5§ 

I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus     - 

-    94 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace 

122 

I  love  thee,  dear  Saviour 

-     128 

I  Love  to  tell  the  Story 

-    31 

Is  Jesus  thine  ?    -       - 

138 

Jerusalem,  the  golden    -        -    20 
Jesus  comes        .        -        _        43 
Judge  not        -        -        -        -  121 

Jesus  Blessed  Jesus    -        -      129 
Jesus  Little  Lamb  -        -        -  134 
Keep  on  praying      -        -        -    77 
Laboring  for  Jesus      -        -        26 
Land  above      ------    90 

Land  of  Promise     -    -    -    -    104 

Little  flowers  -  -    140 

Little  pilgrim  -  -  -  141 
Littte  hearts  may  love  Thee  -  37 
Little  Reapers  -  -  -  111 
Little  crowns  in  Heaven  -  102 
Listening  for  the  Master  -  108 
Light  shall  greet  thee  by  and  by  70 
Lord's  Prayer.     (Chant^      -  3 

Loved  ones  gone  before  -  144 

Marching  with  Banner  and  Song 

81 
Marching  on  to  Canaan  -  32 
Mercy's  free  -  -  -  45 
My  house  on  a  rock  -  -  39 
My  home  far  away  -  -  110 
Make  me  like  unto  Thee  -  142 
Meet  in  Yonder  City  -  -  89 
Keed  of  Jesus     -        -        -  93 

Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep  -  47 
New  over  there  -  -  -  123 
Over  in  the  promised  land  -  50 
Our  Beautiful  Home  -  -  •  108 
Our  blessed  dead.  (Duett)  -  51 
Our  cheerful  Sabbath  home  64 
Only  one  crossing        -        -        74 
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O,  let  UH  be  faithful 
Over  the  Jasper  sea    - 
On  a  Christmas  morning 
Our  little  band    -        - 
Only  waiting 
On  the  green  shore 
Prayer,    (7s.) 


100 

126 
97 
140 
152 
156 
17 


Praise  Jehovah's  name  forever  61 
Pilgrim,  art  thou  weary  -  -  71 
Pilgrim's  mansion  -  -  76 
Passing  over  Jordan  -  -  107 
'Round  the  throne  of  glory  7 

Rest.  (S.  M.)  -  -  -  27 
Radiant  sunbeams  -        -    99 

Ring  out  the  bells  for  Christmas  86 
Room  among  the  angels  -  166 
Star  in  the  East  -        -  115 

Sabbath  bells  -  -  ,  -  23 
Sing,  O  ye  mountains  -  -  28 
Speak  for  Jesus  -        -        34 

Singing  round  the  throne  -  36 
Shall  we  meet  our  loved  ones 

there  -  -  -  -  41 
Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river  44 
Sparkling  water  -        -        63 

Sowing  and  reaping  -  -  66 
Speak  not  tliat  holy  name  87 

Sing  praises  -        -        -       105 

Siraylaml)  -  -  -  -  83 
Sunday  school  -        -        -  135 

Say,  is  your  lamp  burning,  my 

brother  -        -        -       164 

Sometime  I'll  shine  -  -  16 
The  Lord's  Prayer.  (Chant.)  3 
The  better  way  -        -  6 

The  bright  forevermore  -    13 


The  golden  gate  -        -        82 

The  stray  lamb  =  -  -  83 
The  Bible  -  =        48 

The  golden  harp  in  glory  -  57 
The  tJnseen  Land  -  -  .-11 
The    angels   will   welcome  us 

home  .        .        -        -  118 

The  Bible  says  we  may  -  120 
The  new  over  there  -  -  123 
The  wondrous  story,  -  -  130 
The  little  Pilo:rim,  -  -  141 
The  wishes,  "    -  •■       -     139 

The  Sunday  School,  -  -  135 
Traveling  home  -        -        73 

There  is  a  beautiful  world  96 

Thank  God  for  the  Bible  -  72 
'Tis  I,  be  not  afraid  -  -  46 
Thy  will  be  done,  -  -  173 
Up  the  hill.  Pilgrim,  -  -  95 
We'll  journey  together,  -  113 
Walk  in  the  light,       -  -     125 

We  are  coming,        _  -  4 

Who'll  be  for  ^esus,        -  -  12 

We'll  crown  them  with  roses,  42 
Wondrous  story,  -  -      62 

We'll  go  to  our  Father's  home,  68 
We  come  with  song,        -  -  98 

Why  stand  ye  here  idle  ?     -  65 

Who  are  These  ?  -  -      84 

Wishes,  -  -  -  -139 
We're  a  cheerful  band,  ~  136 
We  shall  meet  them  again,  -  148 
Wondrous  story,  -  -    130 

Work  for  Jesus  -  -  -  49 
Ye  shall  shine  as  the  stars,  53 

Year  of  release  is  at  hand,  -      b154 


INFANT  CLASS  DEPARTMENT. 

Child's  appeal,        -        -         -  137 
God  made  the  little  bird  to  sing,  135 

Is  Jesus  thine,           -          -  138 

Jesus'  little  lamb,        -         -  134 

Little  Flowers,        -        -        -  140 

Little  Pilgrim,    -        -        -  141 

Make  me  like  unto  thee        -  142 

Our  little  band,        -        -  140 

The  little  Pilgrim,      -        -  141 

The  wishes,  -        -        -        -  1^? 

The  child's  appeal,  -        -  137 

The  Sunday  School,  -        -  135 

Wishes,        -          -        -        -  139 

We're  a  cheerful  band,     -  136 

SOLO  AND  CHORUS  DEPARTMENT. 


Angels  are  waiting, 

_    146 

Army  with  Banners, 

160 

Bow"down  thine  ear, 

169 

Children  may  come,     - 

-      143 

Come  unto  me, 

-    150 

Christmas  Carrol,      - 

158 

Hold  the  light,     - 

-       162 

He  shall  feed  His  flock. 

-     171 

Loved  ones  gone  before,  - 

144 

Onl}^  waiting, 

152 

On  the  Green  Shore, 

-    156 

Room  among  the  angels,     ■ 

166 

Say,  is  your  lamp  burning 

'^'^^r. 

brother. 

-   Ib4 

Thy  Will  be  done,      - 

173 

We  shall  meet  again,     - 

-     148 

Year  of  releai^e  is  at  hand, 

-  154 
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most  popular  Sunday  School  Book  published.    *'  Fresh,  Bright  and  Attractive'' 

Price  35 ;  $3.60  per  Dozer ;  $3D  per  Htindred,  by  Sxpre^s.    $4.40  per  Dozen  hy  Mail,  post\    u 
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5^r  OGES'    &   FCSTECrS   imEQUALLED    CHUKCH    MUSIC    BOCi 

pages  of  new  music,  for  £,inging  Selioolp^  CL'^irs,  ConTf^utio'c?'  nnd  .1^  ^' 
cle.  ^elliiig  ra.dly,— '^Praised  by  everybody/'  Price,  $1.5C;  $jl^  "'Ojfrdt 
imon  vj-^iie-^  so:_t  roBt-paid  for  $1.60*.    Aduress 

W.  W.  WHITKEY,  Music  ana  B^^::^^^y^X, 
'^'"^^^h^^^-l^ 

Issned  the  fi  -t  of   very  month  by  .W.  W.  WHIMKY^  ii'^bt  aad  Ch&iiK 

iuaop,  Or^a'is,  Mel</cle(ur%  Wclslc^'^^  Dictionaries  Misic  aucT  Quisle  Books,  Fning%A\iiM(^J^^tt'€)^^^- 
iiig  Muchines,  tSc,  Occ,  ^iv^n  ;is  l^rcmiums  to  Clubs  si  the  most  liberal  rates  evei:"';«*^^^-'v:C-J^Ji^^*-^-Op 
. per  annum,  in  auv.mce.  oingle  cop! .s  25  cei.'.s.  ;3nl)scriplious  may  ccnimence.v'ttlr^nJ^ttE^' ,s'^  %>(-ei- 
men  copj,  containing  r  a..i-  vcortk  one  DolUi:  .'//'  a  half,  prinied  froui  llill  size"  alie^c^t  mli^o'"  pi'avis,  v^itli 
our  new  Premium  List  tor  1S7;;;,  av'.II  be  sciit  on    .^cipt  of  10  cents.  ,  '  /  •  '.  .,-^v-_^ .;  •;  • 

Aduress,  MUSICAIi-QlJEST.  Ill  Su  nmit  St..  Tolodo,  O. 
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